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BRER  RABBIT  and  Mb.  FOX. 


OVEETURE  No.  1. 

Scene  1. — Brer  Babbit's  Wood. 

Enter  Uncle  Remus  tvith  John  and  Mary,  before  the  Curtain. 

John.     Uncle  Remus,  come  and  sit  here.    (They  sit  down  on  r.) 

Mary.  If  you  tell  us  a  stoiy  we  shall  see  Brer  Rabbit  and 
Brer  Fox,  shan't  we.  Uncle  Remus?     (Sits.) 

Remus.  You  will  see  dem  most  'sholy,  jest  as  I  see  dem. 
Manys  and  manys  de  time  in  de  long  nights  dat  I  sits  down  in  de 
ehimbley  jam — an'  I  dozes,  and  den  Brer  Rabbit  'en  de  yuther 
creeturs  come  slippin'  in  on  der  tiptoes  jest  as  when  I  was  as  little 
as  you  is,  I  used  to  see  dem  in  de  green  woods. 

Mary.     Who  are  the  other  creatures  ? 

Remus.  Well,  ders  Brer  Fox,  he's  a  real  sly  bad  man,  but 
Brer  Rabbit  fool  him ;  den  ders  Brer  Bear,  he  saft  and  stupid  and 
clumpsy,  an'  Brer  Rabbit  fool  him  too.  Den  ders  ole  Man 
Tarrypin  de  Turtle,  and  King  Deer,  oh !  and  a  mighty  crowd 
on  'em.  De  woods  be  jammed  up  wid  de  animals  and  dey  all 
have  der  jokes  an'  der  quoles  an'  der  laffin  an'  der  cryen  same  as 
we  do — same  as  we  do,  don't  you  make  no  mistake  about  dat. 

John.     What  shall  we  see  them  doing  to-day  ? 

Remus.  Same  as  always !  Brer  Fox  will  be  trying  ter  git 
Brer  Rabbit,  an'  Brer  Rabbit  will  git  Fox  instead.  {Laughs. 
Brer  Rabbit  is  de  littlest  of  de  animals  but  he  always  win — I  tell 
you  dis,  Brer  Rabbit  have  a  mighty  cuteness  to  make  a  riding 
boss  of  Fox — an'  I'll  be  bound  he'll  do  it  fore  dis  afternoon  is  out. 
Fox  try  ter  eat  Rabbit — yo'll  see  Rabbit  wid  spurrers  on  his  feet  a 
ridin'  Fox  fore  dis  artemoon  be  out.  Ay,  an'  yo'll  see  Mr.  Kildee, 
who  have  been  journeying  far  up  de  q'le  West  Road,  and  Sindy 
Ann,  de  iil  gal  dat's  left  behind.  Oh  !  an'  yo'll  see  Miss  Meadows 
an'  all  de  yuther  gals.  Now  wait.  Dey  come  present,  if  you  sit 
very  quiet.     Look  hard. 

[Gmiiaijsjeisss.  Fox  and  Bear  are  seen.  In  the  middle, 
at  the  back,  is  Brer  Rabbit  with  the  little  rabbits, 
sitting  in  front  of  the  rabbit  hole  at  the  root  of  a  tree.) 

Mary.     Oh !  look,  John,  there  is  Brer  Rabbit. 

John.     And  there  is  that  wicked  Brer  Fox. 

Remus.     Der's  de  owdashus  villun. 
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Mary.  And  Brer  B'ar.  Is  that  little  hole  in  the  tree  Brer 
Rahhit's  house,  Uncle  Remus  ? 

Remus.  No  no,  honey  ;  dat's  only  one  of  his  front  doors  what 
leads  to  de  undei-groun'  park. 

John.     Where  is  Brer  Rabbits  house,  Uncle  Remus ? 

Remus.     Brer  Rabbit  he  live  in  a  house  on  the  hill.  [Sings 

g^*^(.ToHN  and  Ma-ry  join  in  the  chorus.     Bbbr  Bear  awl 
\)iyiit  f  t^ij    Brer   Fox   heat  time  with   their  hands.      Bvsines 
I    during  song.) 

Brer  Rabbit  he  live  in  a  house  in  the  hill, 
If  he  ain't  move  off  he  live  there  still, 
An'  a  hi-ho-hi  an'  a  heyo. 

An'  he'd  hail  everybody  dat  pass  on  dat  road, 
Wedder  dey  comed  or  wedder  dey  goed, 
Wid  a  hi-ho-hi  an'  a  hevo. 
One  day  he  went  out  for  ter  see  Brother  B'ar 
An'  he  just  pulled  the  door  to,  hut  left  it  ajar. 
An'  a  hi-ho-hi  an'  a  heyo. 

So  Fox  he  slipped  in,  and  he  waited  so  long, 

Till  he  heard  ole  Brer  Rabbit  come  singin'  a  song. 

An'  a  hi-ho-hi  an'  a  heyo. 

•'  I've  caught  you.  Brer  Rabbit,  so  smart  and  so  spry, 

And  in  just  twenty  minutes  you'll  be  rabbit  pie. 

So  come  in  with  a  hey  and  a  heyo." 

Brer  Rabbit  looked  up,  an'  he  wobbled  his  head, 

Says  he,  "All's  so  quiet,  my  house  must  be  dead. 

An'  a  hi-ho-hi  an'  a  heyo." 

"  The  door  is  shut  tight,  an'  my  house  is  done  dead, 

So  I'm  off  to  Brer  B'ar's  for  the  mourning,  he  said 

An'  a  hi-ho-hi  an'  a  heyo. 

With  a  wink  and  a  laugh  he  hid  low  until  day, 

When  Brer  Fox  he  sneaked  out  and  just  went  on  his  way. 

An'  a  hi-ho-hi  an'  a  heyo. 

{At  the  end  of  the  song  Brer  Rabbit  and  the  little  rahhits 
scuttle  into  the  hole.) 

(Brer  Bear  and  Brer  Fox  are  in  conversation.) 
Bear.     Who  told  you  ? 
Fox.     Miss  Meadows'  cat. 

Bear.     Dat  cat  always  was  a  mighty  gossip.     Did  she  pun- 
when  she  told  you,  or  did  she  wag  her  tail  ? 

Fox.     She  purred  like  this.    (He  purrs.    Rises  and  walks  round.) 
Mary.     Uncle  Remus,  whv  did  Miss  Meadows'  cat  purr? 


Remus.     Ssh  1     You  mustn't   interrupt.     She  purred  because 
she  was  pleased. 
■—  John.     Uncle  Remus,  why  was  she  pleased? 

Kemus.     She  was  pleased  because  Mr.  Kildee  is  coming  back  ?.^ 

Beak.  I  'member  Pnmus  Kildee  when  he  was  a  bit  of  a  fellow 
no  bigger  than  you  two  fists. 

Fox.     Miss  Meadows  was  a  lily  gal  those  days. 

Bear.  Yassir,  an'  Sindy  Ann  was  his  gal.  He  axed  her  to 
many  him  under  tliis  yer  tree,  and  she  laughed  fit  to  kill,  and 
when  I  look  at  her  right  close  1  find  she  was  crj'ing  all  de  time. 

Fox.  Primus  Kildee,  he  come  back  a  great  man  now.  He  got 
a  money  purse  all  full  o'  shiny  gold.  But  don't  yo  let  de  tort  of 
him  put  de  real  bizness  of  de  day  out  of  your  head.  Brer  B'ar. 

Bear  (rises).     What  is  the  real  bizness  of  the  day  ? 
Fox.     Sit  down,  and  I'll  tell  you. 

(Theij  seat  Uiemselces,  and  as  soon  as  th^y  are  seated  Brer 
Rabbit  creeps  out  of  the  hole  and  sits  behind  them.) 
Now  you  know,  Brer  Bear — you  listening  ?    (Bear  nods.)     Some- 
tliing's  got  to  be  done,  or  I'm  de  bald-headest  creeture  betwint  dis 
an  next  Janneverry. 

Beak.     What's  got  to  be  done  ? 

Fox.     Ah ! 

Bear.     Who's  it  got  to  be  done  to  ? 

Fox.     Brer  Rabbit ! 

Bear.     Who's  got  to  do  it,  Brer  Fox  ? 

Fox.     Us. 

Bear.     Ah!     (He  jumps  up.) 

Fox.  Yo  sit  down,  Brer  B'ar.  Yo  too  saft,  yo  is.  Don't  you 
see  we  shan't  have  a  quiet  minute  until  dat  biggity  nigger  Brer 
Rabbit  is  laid  out.  He's  jest  as  sassy  as  a  mogger  horse  in  a 
barley  patch.     Brer  Bear,  Brer  Rabbit  must  die. 

—  Mary.     Uncle  Remus,  I  knew  he'd  say  that. 

Bear.  I  believe  you.  Brer  Fox.  Brer  Rabbit— him  got  to 
de-yi ! 

Fox.  (Bises.)  Whenever  I  get  into  bed  of  a  night  I  find  it's  an 
apple  pie,  or  my  pillow's  peppered,  or  my  nightshirt  sleeves  is 
sewn  up,  or  there's  sand  in  de  sugar,  or  treacle  in  the  mustard. 
Who  done  all  this  ?  Brer  Rabbit !  Brer  B'ar,  Brer  Rabbit  must 
be  taught. 

Bear.     I  believe  you,  Brer  Fox ;  Brer  Rabbit  must  be  taught. 
(Brer  Rabbit  bursts  out  laughing  and  disappears  doion 
hole.     John   arid   Mary    kmgh  too,  and  clap  their 
hands.)' 


() 


Bear.  {Springs  up.)  Who  laughed  ?  Tin  sure  I  heard  a  laugh. 
( Walks  L.) 

ox.     Nebber  mind  (Beckons)  come  yere  !     I  want  to  show  you 
someting. 

(Lifts  up  Tab  Baby  from  behind  the  trees.  He  fixes  it 
upon  ivJiat  looks  like  a  locj  of  icood,  bnt  which  is 
really  a  socket  to  hold  the  pole.) 

Dis  am  de  real  bizness  in  ban'. 

Bear.     What's  dat,  Brer  Fox  ? 

Fox.  Never  you  mind — someting  what'll  do  de  trick.  Dat'll 
teach  Brer  Rabbit. 

Bear.     What's  dat  called,  Brer  Fox  ? 

Fox.     It's  a  conti'apshen. 

John.     Uncle  Remus,  what's  a  contrapshen  ? 

Remus.     It's  a  Tar  Baby,  honey. 

Fox.  (To  Bear.)  First  you  take  some  tar  and  you  mix  it  up 
with  some  turkentime — then  you  take  a  baby — 

Mary.     Oh  !     A  baby  ! 

Re.mus.     Don't  you  l)odder,  honey  ;  it's  only  a  Tar  Baby. 

Fox.  First  you  take  some  tar  and  you  mix  it  up  with 
turkentime — den  you  take  a  baby — den — you'll  see. 

Bear.     I  don't  see. 

Fox.     Put  your  paw  dere. 

(Bear  pi^s  his  fiiujer  on;  it  sticks.) 

Bear.     (Jumping  about.)    Oli  let  me  go,  Brer  Fox. 

Fox.  Very  well;  will  you  believe  me  another  time  when  1  tell 
you  I've  made  a  contrapshen.     Pull  hard. 

(Brer  Bear  pulls,  and  leaves  a  bit  of  his  fur  stick incf  on 
to  Tar  Baby.) 

Bear.  Der,  fancy  losing  a  nice  bit  of  fur  like  dat,  and  it'll 
take  such  a  long  time  to  grow  again.  (Cries.)  Yow!  Yow!  Yow! 
Yes,  Brer  Fox !    What  will  you  do  with  Rabbit  when  you  got  him? 

Fox.  Hang  him,  or  skin  him,  or  drown  him.  I  don't  know 
which.  But  I'll  have  all  de  little  rabbits  out  ter  see.  He  won't 
'zactly  relish  being  hanged  or  skinned  or  drowned  with  his 
chilluns  there  to  see. 

Enter  Rabbit,  he  does  not  see  Tar  Baby. 

Rabbit.  Howdy,  Brer  B  ar.  How  you  come  on.  How  do  yo 
segashuate,  eh  ? 

Bear.     I'm  mighty  poorly,  Brer  Rabbit,  mightly  poorly. 
Rabbit.     AH  yo  fambly  well '.' 


Bear.     No,  de  fanibly  is  mighty  poorly  too. 

(Fox  saunters  up.) 
Fox.     HoAvdy.  Brer  Rabbit  ?  How  do  you  segashuate  ?  There's 
a  great  deal  of  talk  of  Mr.  Kildee  down  towr. 

Rabbit.     8o  1  bleeve ! 

Bkar.     To  tink  o'  liim  comin'  hack  all  dese  years. 

Rabbit.  (Striking  an  attitude  and  imitating  Bear.)  Jest  to 
tink  on  it ! 

Fox.  Sindy  Ann  is  wellnigh  distracted.  He  promised  to 
marry  Sindy  Ann  before  he  went  away. 

Rabbit.     {Imitating  Fox.)     He  did  .so. 

Both.     What  do  you  know  about  it  ? 

Rabbit.  Only  dat  I've  jest  been  walking  up  a  bit  of  the  road 
with  him  and  hearing  the  news  of  the  other  side  of  de  world. 

Fox.  You  walking  with  Mr.  Kildee !  Oh  you  Ijragging  bobtail 
bunny  yo  !  Don't  yo  come  foolin'  longer  me.  Now  don't  yo  do  it. 
Kaze  ef  yo  does  I'll  jest  take  an'  hit  you  a  clip  what'll  put  you  to 
bed  fore  bedtime  comes — Dat's  what !  You  ! 

(He  groicls.  Bear  groicls  too,  and  they  make  as  if  to  bite 
Rabbit  :  tJien  they  stop  suddenly.  Fox  looks  towards 
Tar  Baby.) 

Well,  me  and  Brer  B'ar  must  be  gettin'  on,  mustn't  we.  Brer  B'ar  ? 
80  long,  Brer  Rabbit.  [They  go  off  laughiwj 

Rabbit.  So  long.  Brer  Fox.  Don't  you  be  away  long.  You 
know  I  never  can  bear  my  life  witliout  you. 

[Exit  Fox  and  Bear.     Suddenly  Rabbit  sees  Tar  Baby, 
and  walks  up  to  it. 
Ha! 

John.     Oh  look.  Uncle  Remus,  he  sees  Tar  Baby. 

Remus.  Jest  you  lie  low  and  wait  what  happen.  He's  nebber 
seed  a  tar  baby  l^efore.     It  won't  hurt  him  to  meet  one. 

(Brer  Rabbit  icalks  round  and  looks  at  Tar  Baby 
curiously.  Brer  Fox  and  Brer  Bear  creep  in 
from  L.  a)id  lie  down  and  watch  behind  seat  l.) 

Rabbit.     Howdy  ?  Nice  wedder  dis  mornin' ! 

I  Remus.  {To  children.)  Tar  Baby  ain't  sayin'  nothin',  and 
\   Brer  Fox  he  lay  low. 

I  Rabbit.  Howdy?  How  does  your  corporosity  segashuate'.' 
f  Now  tell  me.  When  you  passed  by  the  briar  patch  did  you  by 
I  any  chance  see  Mr.  Kildee  '? 

I       Mary.     Tar  Baby  isn't  sayin'  nufl&n. 

Rabbit.  Did  you  or  did  you  not  ?  Is  you  deaf  ?  Cos  if  you 
is,  I  can  holler  louder. 

c  2 
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John,     Brer  Fox  he  lay  low.     (Walks.) 

Rabbit.     You's  stuck  up !  Dat's  what  you  is  I  an'  I'm  going  to 
cure  you,  that's  what  I'm  going  to  do ! 
Remus.     Tar  Baby  ain't  saying  nuffin. 

Rabbit.  I'm  going  to  learn  you  how  to  talk  to  respectable 
folks,  if  it's  the  last  act  I  ever  do.  Now,  then,  you  jest  pay  'tention 
to  me,  w'hoever  you  are.  You've  got  to  keep  a  civil  tongue  in 
yom*  head.  If  you  don't  take  off  dat  hat  and  tell  me  Howdy  I'm 
jest  going  to  cut  you  in  two. 

Mary.     Oh,  look,  Tar  Baby  won't  say  Howdy. 

Remus.     Tar  Baby  keep  on  saying  nuffin. 

Rabbit.  B-r-r-r.  Oh,  lor,  hoiv  mad  I  do  feel.  Oh,  lor,  the 
blood's  going  right  up  into  my  head,  that's  what  it  is.  I  always, 
was  a  sudden  tempered  man  !     I  was.     Now  then  !     Howdy ! 

(He  hits  out  with  his  hand  and  strikes  Tab  Baby's  liead  ; 
his  fist  sticks  fast.) 

Ow  !  Ow  !  Ow  !     Look  here !     Let  me  go !     That's  not  play  fair  ! 
Ow ! Ow ! Ow ! 

Remus,     Tar  Baby  ain't  saying  nuthin'.     Ha !  Ha !  Ha ! 

Rabbit,  If  you  don't  let  me  loose,  I'll  smash  you  again» 
certain  sure  that  I  will,  an'  no  mistake. 

Children,     Tar  Baby  don't  say  nuthin. 

Rabbit.  Dere  you  pidgin-toed  vilyun  I  I'll  git  revengeance  on 
,'o  yit !  (Hits  ivith  his  other  hand.  It  sticks.)  Ow  !  Ow  !  Ow  I 
LiCmme  go.     Oh  but  I'll  kick  de  stuffin'  out  of  you,  an'  dat  I  will. 

(He  kicks,  and  his  foot  sticks,  amid  shouts  of  laughter  frovi 
everyone.     Brer  Fox  emenjes  from  his  hiding  place.) 

Fox.  Howdy,  Brer  Rabbit?  How  you  segashuate ?  You  look 
orter  stuck  up  dis  mornin'.     (He  laughs  and  laughs.) 

Bear,     Oh,  Brer  Rabbit,  but  you  make  me  feel  mighty  good. 

f  (He  shotits  with  laughter,  and  Brer  Bear  holds  his  sides 

and  shouts  too.) 

Fox.  Now,  Brer  Rabbit,  you  jest  listen  ter  me.  You  bin 
running  round  here  chasing  after  me  for  a  mighty  long  time. 
You've  bin  catting  up  your  capers  and  bouncing  round  this 
neighbourhood  until  you  come  and  believe  yourself  the  boss 
qf  the  whole  gang ! 

I  Bear,  And  then  you  are  always  somewhere  where  you  got  no 
bpzness. 

j  Fox,  'Zactly  !  Now,  who  asked  you  to  come  and  strike  up  an 
jquaintance  wid  dis  yere  Tar  Baby  ? 

/    Bear,     And  who  stuck  you  up  where  you  is  ? 


Fox,  Nobody  in  dis  roun'  worl'l.  You  jes  took  and  you 
jamvied.  yourself  on  to  that  Tar  Baby  without  any  in\'itation 
wliatsoever.  She  didn't  want  you.  Tai'  Baby  didn't  want  you 
Brer  Rabbit,  more  don't  any  other  human  being — that's  tlie  truth. 

/  Rabbit.     (Wailing.)     Ow  !     Ow!     Ow !  Let  me  off,  Brer  Fox. 

I"  Fox.     Very  hkely.     There  you  is,  and  tliere  you  stay  until   I 

\        fix  up  a  pile  of  brushwood  and  fire  up  Tar  Baby  and  you  with  her. 

Rabbit.     Ow  !     Ow !     Ow ! 

Fox.     I'm  going  to  barbicue  you  this  day. 

(Fox  and  Bear,  aet  wood.) 

Rabbit.  Don't  let  the  little  Rabbits  see  me.  Keep  me  away 
from  my  own  front  door.  Roast  me.  Brer  Fox  !  I  spect  I'd  lie 
good  roasted,  but  jest  you  keep  me  away  from  my  front  door. 

(Fox  gets  brushhwood  and  piUs  fire  laiderneath.  He  sets 
light  to  it.    Smoke  rises — all  the  time  Rabbit  shouts.) 

Hang  me  as  high  as  yo  like,  Brer  Fox.  Skin  me,  snatch  out  my 
eyeballs,  tear  out  my  ears  by  de  roots,  but  don't  yo  bring  me  to 
de  eyes  of  de  innei-cent  chillerns  ! 

(When  all  is  ready  and  the  smoke  rising.  Fox  goes  to  hole.) 

Fox.     Hullo,  hullo,  little  Rabbits,  where  is  you  ? 

L.  Rabbits.     Here,  here ;  what  you  want  ? 

Fox.     Come  and  see  Daddy. 

(The  little  Rabbits  scamper  up,  sJioufing.  Tliey  snrrowid 
Brer  Rabbit  and  pull  him  right  out  of  his  coat  and 
shoe,  leavitig  the  coat  and  tlie  shoe  sticking  to  Tar 
Baby.  They  carry  Tab  Baby  away.  Brer  Fox 
and  Brer  Bear  utter  Jiowls  of  rage.  They  cJiase 
Rabbit  romid  the  stage,  while  John  a7id  Mary  laugh 
and  clap  their  hands.) 

{They  both  rush  tuildly  for  Brer  Rabbit,  w/io  slips  out 

under  Fox's  arm,  and  Brer  Bear  and  Brer  Fox 

tumble  over  each  other.     Bear  gets  up  and  chases 

Brer  Rabbit  over  stage,  who  eventually  disapjjews 

down  rabbit  hole.     Fox  and  Bear  are  left  snuffling 

at   entrance.      There   is  a  sound    of  singing,   and 

Miss   Meadows   and   the    Girls    come    in,  singing. 

with  their  arms  fnll  of  flowers.      They  are  pretty 

-?          young  girls,  dressed  in  crinolines  in  the  style  of  the 

*«3        period.     Miss  Meadows  and  the  Girls  enter  l. — two 

and   two   they   trip  round.     Then   Miss   Meadows 

ts  Brer  Bear.) 

Miss  M.     Why,  Brer  Bear,  that's  never  you  ! 
Bear.     It  is  Brer  B'ar  you  see.  Miss  Meadows. 
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Miss  M.  {Curtsey iwj.)  Well,  Howdy  Tm  sure.  An'  how  do 
you  all  segashuate  ? 

Bear  k  Fox.     Mighty  po'ly,  Miss  Meadows  1     Howdy,  hidies? 

(-4//  how  and  curtsei/.) 

Miss  M.     Do  you  know  whei-e  Brer  Rabbit  is.  Bier  Fox  ? 

Fox.  No,  now  I  comes  to  speculate — I  done  set  eyes  on  Bvei' 
Rabbit  dis  fortnight. 

Miss  M.  Well  that's  }Our  loss,  for  he  was  the  first  to  welcome 
Mr.  Kildee  on  his  return. 

Bear.     How  you  know  dat,  ladies  ? 
. —  Miss  Lucy.     Mr.  Crow  brought  us  the  news. 
■ —  Miss  Nancy.     And  so  did  Mr.  Crane. 

. —  Miss  Lucy.     Ah,  that  old  gossip,  the  Cat,  has  been  talking  of 
notting  else ! 

Miss  Motts.  Oh,  we  are  all  so  glad.  Mr.  Kiklee  has  been 
away  for  years  and  years,  and  now  he  is  coming  home  rich  and 
great  to  marry  Sindy  Ann.     Why,  Sindy,  where  are  you '.' 

Miss  M.     Yes,  why,  where  is  Sindy— call  her,  girls. 

{TJie  Girls  call  "  Sindji  Ann — Simhi  Ann."     Beau  and 
Fox  call  donn  the  rabbit  hole.     Enter  Sixdy  l.u.k.) 

(Bear  crosses  l.) 
Miss  M.     Why,  Sindy,  where  have  you  l>een  ? 

(Sixdy  hides  her  liead.) 
Miss  Motts.     I  believe  you've  been  hiding  behind  that  tree. 

(Sindy  nods.) 
Sindy.     I  thought  he  might  pass  this  way. 
Miss  M.     You  thought  that,  did  you,  Sindy  Ann  ? 
Girls.     Oh,  Sindy  Ann  ! 

Miss  Motts.  Well,  now  he's  coming  home  rich  and  great  to 
marry  5'ou,  Sindy  Ann — what  does  it  feel  like?  Do  you  think 
about  him  much,  Sindy  ? 

Sindy.  Only  when  I  wake.  Miss  Motts,  and  some  time  duriim 
the  day — and  wiien  there's  a  new  moon,  and  when  the  wind 
sweeps  through  the  rice  fields,  and  at  a  wedding,  or  a  christening, 
or  a  funeral. 

Miss  M.     But  why  do  you  think  of  him  at  all  these  times  ".' 

Sindy.  Whenever  my  soul  seems  a  bit  too  big  for  me  to  keep 
hold  on,  Miss  Meadows,  well  then — I  think  of  Mr.  Kildee. 

Bear.  Well,  he's  a  rich  man  now.  No  wonder  all  the  folks  be 
all  laughin'  and  dancin'  at  the  thought  o'  seein'  hiuu 
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Fox.  It's  getting  late.  That  sun's  a'slantin'.  Do  you  think 
Mr.  Kildee  will  he  come  to-night  ? 

Bear.  Maybe  he  will,  and  maybe  he  won't.  Still,  dat  sun's 
a'slantin',  and  dat's  de  time  he  done  be  yere. 

Miss  M.     (Sits.)     Come,  Sindy  Ann— dat  sun's  a'slantin  . 


SiNDv  .si«fys.— "Mr.  KILDEE." 

8iND\ .      Nigger  mighty  happy  when  he's  laying  by  corn 

Dat  sun's  a'slantin' 
Nigger  mighty  happy  when  he  hears  the  dinner  horn. 

Dat  sun's  a'slantin'. 
But  he's  more  happy  still  when  de  night  draws  on, 
Dat  sun's  a'slantin'. 
Chorus.     Dat  sun's  a'slantin',  des  es  sho's  you  born 

An'  it's  rise  up,  Primus !  fetch  another  yell — 
That  eld  dun  cow's  just  a  shaken  up  her  bell, 
An'  the  frogs  tuning  up  for  the  dews  done  fell 
Good-night,  Mr.  Kildee  1  I  wish  you  mighty  well. 
Mr.  Kildee  !  I  wisli  you  mighty  well, 
I  wish  you  mighty  well. 

De  corn'U  be  ready  ginst  dumplin'  day, 
Dat  sun's  a'slantin'. 
But  nigger  got  to  watch  an'  stick  and  stay, 

Dat  sun's  a'slantin'. 
Same  as  the  bee  martin  watching  for  a  jay, 
Dat  sun's  a'slantin'. 
Chorus.     Dat  sun's  a'slantin'  an'  er  slippin'  away. 

Den  it's  rise  up.  Primus,  and  giv  et  um  strong, 
De  cows  goin'  home  wid  der  ding,  dang,  dong ; 
Sling  in  another  ketch  in  de  ole  time  song. 
Good-night,  Mr.  Kildee  ;  ah,  don't  you  stay  too  long. 
Mr.  Kildee,  ah,  don't  you  stay  too  long. 

Ah,  don't  you  stay  too  long. 

(DuriiKj  the  somj  Mr.  Kildee  covies  in  r.     The  somj  dies 
mcaij.     Sindy  staiuls  transfixed,  staring  at  him.) 
Kildee.     I  beg  pardon,  ladies ;  I  was  just  passing  along  to  de 
village,  and— you  will  forgive  me — I  couldn't  help  stopping  to 
listen.     I — I  must  be  mistaken,  but  I  tort  I  heard  my  name. 

Miss  M.     You  did — the  song  is  about  you.    Listen.     {She  sigm^ 
to  Sindy  to  sing  the  refrain.) 

Sindy.     (Sings,  still  staring  at  him.) 

Good-night,  Mr.  Kildee!  I  wish  yo  mighty  well, 
Mr.  Kildee !  I  wish  yo  mighty  well, 
I  wish  yo  mighty  well. 
Kildee.     I  can  hardly  believe  it.     Dat  song  is  made  up  to  de 
name  of  Primus  Kildee. 
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Miss  M.  Tliat's  quite  true.  The  folks  and  the  animals  liave 
been  singing  it  since  dawn,  and  someone  else  has  been  singing  it. 

KiLDEE.     Who  do  you  mean  ? 

Miss  M.     Come  and  sit  down,  and  I  will  tell  you. 

KiLDEE.  Wait,  wait !  Someone  else  !  {He  looks  round.)  Why, 
ole  Brer  B'ar,  I  used  to  go  rohbin'  bees'  nests  with  you.  Well, 
howdy.  {He  shakes  hands.)  And  Brer  Fox  !  Oh,  Brer  Fox,  Brer 
Fox,  are  yo  up  ter  de  ole  games  ?     How's  Mr.  Rooster,  Brer  Fox  ? 

Miss  M.     Won't  you  come  here  and  talk  to  me  for  a  little  ? 

KiLDEE.     Den  you  is ? 

Miss  M.     Miss  Meadows. 

KiLDEE.     You  is  Miss  Meadows  !     You  is  Miss  Meadows  ! 

Miss  M.     Now,  do  sit  here  and  tell  us  you  are  glad  to  be  atihome. 

KiLDEE.  I  am  dat.  It's  a  good  ting  after  wanderin'  lialf  over 
de  worril  to  feel  a  bit  of  one's  own  natal  airth  under  de  foot  again. 

Miss  M.     Have  you  wandered  a  great  deal  ? 

KiLDEE.  A  great  deal,  I  bleeve  yo.  An'  now  I  am  come  home, 
an'  dat  means  a  great  deal  too — mo'n  1  tort. 

Miss  M.  More  than  you  thought — a  great  deal  inore. 

KiLDEE.  Der's  de  ole  Dad  an'  de  Missis.  Dey'U  have  de  ash 
cake  a"  bakin'  fer  me  dis  evening.  It's  fifteen  years  since  I  set  foot 
in  dese  parts- 

Miss  M.     Is  there  no  one  else  ? 

KiLDEE.     Not  dat  I  knows  on. 

Miss  M.  But  there  is,  Mr.  Kildee !  Someone  who  has  never 
forgotten  you,  someone  who  remembers  how  she  used  to  play 
with  you  when  she  was  quite  a  little  girl ;  she  never  forgets  you. 
Slie  thinks  of  you  when  she  goes  to  sleep,  and  when  she  wakes 
up,  and  when  thei-e's  a  new  moon,  and  when  the  wind  sweeps 
thi-ough  tlie  rice  fields— she  thinks  of  you  at  a  wedding,  or  a 
christening,  or  a  funeral — Well,  have  you  nothing  to  say  ? 

KiLDEE.     I  cannot  tink  of  anything  to  say.    Tell  me  her  name. 

Miss  M.     Can  you  not  guess  for  yourself  ? 

KiLDEE.  How  should  I  guess  ?  No  gal  has  ever  yet  set  store 
l)y  Primus  Kildee,  and  Primus  Kildee  has  never  yet  set  store  by 
no  gal. 

(SiNDY  turns  a  way.) 

Miss  M.     Mr.  Kildee,  do  you  not  remember  Miss  Sindy  Ann  ? 

Kildee.     Howdy,  Miss  Sindy  Ann  ?  I'm  very  pleased  to  make 

your  acquaintance. 

{He  shakes  liands  ajid  tlicn  turns  to  Tarrypin.     Sindy 
droops  her  head  and  tiims  to  Miss  Meadows.) 
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SiNDY  (Crosses  to  Miss  Meadows.)  He — has — forgotten — me. 
Don't  tell  him.  Don't  ebher  tell  him  what  I  said.  Let  him  tink 
it  was  anudder  gal  what  said  it. 

Miss  M.     Poor  little  Sindy  Ann  ! 

SiNDY.  Oh,  Miss  Meadows.  I — be — forgotten,  and  dat  is  a 
bitter  ting  to  bear.  Go  and  talk  to  d&m,  Mi.^s  Mclftf1o^'<-^,  w  dey 
tktk  I^m  ijhul>  daft. 

(Miss  Meadows  t7i,rns  to  t}u>  otJ^s.)   '  ^O         /S./^/*^ 

Miss  M.  {Crosses  to  r.c.)  Now,  then,  "  ^^^^^  "^i^p  POT"**^^ 
gftl»i     Wfapre's^oryypin  ? 

^ox  offers  his  arm  to  Miss  Meadows,  but  Babbit  coines 
I  out  of  the  rabbit  hole  carrying  a  bouquet,  u-hich  he 
j^       presents  to  Miss  Meadows.) 

Yusic  plays.     Brer  Rabbit  Zeo^s  Miss  Meadows  out. 

Mb.   Kildee  leads   out  Miss  Motts,  Brer  Bear, 

Miss  Nancy,  Brer  Fox,  Miss  Lucy.    When  the  dance 

j/      ^  if  over  J  the  Ladiesjsink  down  And  foAi  thcinselv£S.)^ 

KABBiT.^Kefreshmemxs,  please.      Lemonade,   marsh    mallows, 

and  butterballs.     —  //tf^y-Ky  ,   /^J>ii  #r  ^  - 

{The  little  Babbits  bring  trays  from  the  rabbit  hole  and 
harul  them  to  the  Ladies.  Brer  Rabbit  takes  the 
centre  of  the  stage.  The  refreshments  are  handed 
round.  Sindy  sits  a  little  apart.  Tarrypin  comes 
up  to  her.) 

Tarrypin.     What's  the  matter,  Sindy  ? 

SiNDY'.     I  dimno,  Brer  Tarrypin. 

Tarrypin.     Well,  why  yo  sad  ? 

Sindy.     I'm  not  sad.  Brer  Tarrypin.     I'm  awful  happy. 

Tarrypin.     Is  dat  why  you  cryin'  den  ? 

Sindy.     Yes,  Brer  Tarrypin. 

Tarrypin.     Hum,  funny  tings,  gals. 

Sindy.     Yes,  Brer  Tarrypin, 

Tarrypin.  If  you  cry  when  you"re  happy,  what  do  you  do 
when  you  sad  ?     Laugh  ?  " 

Sindy.     Yes,  Brer  Tan-ypin. 

Rabbit.  Now,  ladies  and  geatleinans,  walk  up.  The  great 
tug-o -war  between  the  strongest  )nan  in  the  world,  single-handed, 
and  Brer  Fox  and  Brer  Bear  is  about  to  commence. 

BEAR'tt  Fox.     Who  is  the  strongest  man  in  the  world  ? 
Rabbit.     Me  I 
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Fox.     Pooh ! 

Bear.     Pish! 

Eabbit.     Wait  and  see.     (To  Rabbits.)     Eopes^^lease. 

(The   little  Babbits   scurry  away   atid   bring   two   short 
ropes ;   while  they  are  doing    this  Fox   and   Bear 
object.) 
Fox.     I  never  heard  of  sich  a  thing  in  all  my  bom  days. 
Bear.     I  won't  be  made  a  fool  of.     I  shan't  go  in  for  it. 
Miss  M.     Oh !  Brer  B'ar,  I  believe  you  are  afraid ! 
—'Girls.     Oh !  Brer  B'ar,  such  a  great  big  pussy  thing  like  you  ! 
Bear.     (Grotvling.)     Gr-r-r.     Who  says  I'm  afraid !     Gr-r-r! 
Fox.     Well,  I  shan't  play  !     Why,  I  could  eat  Brer  Rabbit  in 
one  mouthful. 

Rabbit.     If  you  win  you  shall  eat  me. 

Fox.  Well,  that's  a  bargain.  See  fair,  Miss  Meadows.  {Begins 
to  lick  his  lips.) 

Miss  M.     I'll  see  fair. 

(During  this  conversation  Rabbit  has  been  taking  the 
ropes  from  the  little  Babbits.  He  noiv  holds  out 
ttoo—one  in  each  hand.) 

Rabbit.  Look  here.  I  hold  a  rope  in  each  hand,  and  you, 
Brer  Fox,  pull  at  one  end  of  one  rope,  and  you,  Brer  B'ar,  at  one 
end  of  the  other.  You  won't  pull  me  over — I  too  strong  ;  but  I'll 
drop  the  rope  when  you  feel  weak  like  and  have  had  enough  and 
tell  me  to ! 

Bear.     I'll  pull  you  in  two,  youngster ! 

Rabbit.     You  try ! 

Fox.     Remember  you'll  be  eaten  if  you  let  go  ! 

Rabbit.     Suttenly — there's  only  one  condition — 

Both.     What's  that  ? 

Rarbit.  I'se  a  timid  man  I  is,  'en  if  you  or  Brer  Bear  look  at 
me  it's  all  over — one  glance  of  the  eye  will  make  me  weak.  So 
yer  must  pull  blindfold. 

Bear.     I  never  heard  tell  of  such  a  thing.     I  won't  pull ! 

Miss  M.  Oh,  Brer  B'ar.  You  could  pull  a  little  thing  like 
Brer  Rabbit  standing  on  your  head. 

Bear.     But  why  shouldn't  I  have  my  eyes  ? 

Miss  Motts.  It's  just  your  eyes  that  make  him  so  frightened ; 
your  bold  black  eyes. 

Bear.     No,  I  won't  pull.     I'm  not  takin'  any. 

Miss  M.     I  do  believe  you  are  afraid  ! 
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"^  Girls.     Oh  yes,  lie's  afraid !     He  is  suttenly  afraid. 
Bear.     Who  says  I'm  afraid  !     I'll  pull. 
Fox.     Well,  I  won't — so  there.   • 

Rabbit.     I  didn't  think  you  would.     I  knew  you'd  never  face 
me  in  tlie  open — not  even  for  a  dinner  I 

Fox.     I'll  have  you— for  dinner — you — ugh.     Come  on  ! 

(Mitsic.  Tjco  little  Babbits  blindfold  Fox  with  a 
coloured  handkerchief,  and  two  blindfold  Bear.) 

Rabbit.     Now  where's  de  cords  ?  / 

{He  thrown  away  the  tivo  short  cords  and  takes  a  long 
one,  wihich  the  little  Rabbits  briny  him,  giving  one 
end  to  Fox  and  the  other  to  Bear.) 

Now,  are  you  reiuly  ?     Miss  Meadows,  say  the  word. 

Miss  M.  Are  you  ready  ?  Are  you  ready  ?  Are  vou  ready  ? 
Go! 

(Music.  Rabbit  holds  tJie  middle  of  the  rope  for  a  short 
time  himself  until  they  begin  to  pull,  then  he  walks 
away,  leaving  them  pulling  one  against  another, 
making  all  kinds  of  strange  noises  amid  shouts  of 
laughter  from  Miss  Meadows  and.  the  Girls,  and 
from  Uncle  Remus,  John  and  Mary. 

Rabbit.     Have  you  had  enough  ? 

(The  animals  gro^vl,  aiul  go  on  pulling.     Rabbit  signs  for 
little  Rabbit  to  bring  knife.) 
Then  I  leave  go  ! 

(As  he  speaks  he  cuts  cord.  Both  animals  roll  on  the 
floor.) 

Fox.     I'll  be  even  with  you  yet,  Brer  Rabbit. 

Miss  M.  (Down  c.)  Well,  animals,  thank  you  very  much  for 
entertaining  us  so  well.  Will  you  all  come  to  a  frolic  in  de  woods 
dis  day  week? 

Fox.     I  won't  come  if  Brer  Rabbit  comes. 

Miss  M.     Oh,  Mr.  Fox,  not  for  me. 

Fox.     I'd  do  anything  for  you  ! 

Rabbit  (r.c.)     I  won't  come  if  Brer  Fox  comes. 

Miss  M.  (l.c.)     Oh,  Mr.  Rabbit,  not  for  me  ? 

Rabbit.     I'd  do  anything  for  you. 

Rabbit.  Only  see  here.  Miss  Meadows.  If  1  have  to  go  to  a 
frolic  wid  dat  animal  I  come  riding  him. 

Fox.     Will  you?     (Boars  with  laughter.) 

d2 
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Rabbit.  I  will  that,  ladies.  Brer  Fox  was  my  daddy's  ridin' 
horse  fer  thirty  years  ;  maybe  more,  but  thirty  years  dat  I  know 
on.  Ill  ride  Brer  Fox  wid  a  saddle  and  bridle,  ladies — wot's 
more,  I  ride  him  wid  spurrers— wid  spurrex's,  Brer  Fox. 

Fox,     Gr-r-r!     I'll  make  Brer  Rabbit  chaw  up  his  words. 

Miss  M.     No  quarrelling  here,  gentlemen,  please. 

Rabbit.  Miss  Meadows,  will  you  ax  all  dese  yere  fokes  to  de 
frolic  ? 

Miss  M.     Certainly  I  will,  Brer  Rabbit. 

Rabbit.  Den  aU  dese  yere  fokes  kin  bear  witness  dat  what 
I  say  is  de  truit.  I  come  to  de  frolic  riding  on  de  back  of  Brer 
Fox. 

All.     Oh!     Oh!     Oh! 

Miss  M.  Now  I  think  that's  enough,  Brer  Rabbit,  don't  you  ? 
In  whatever  you  come  I  shall  expect  you  and  Brer  Fox  to  come 
to  de  frolic— but  I  won't  have  one  of  you  without  de  other — d'ye 
see  >     {Crosses  to  Kildee.)     Good-night,  Mr.  Kildee. 

[Fox  and  Beab  exit  h. 

{All  sing  the  chorus  of  Mr.  Kildee,  and  then  go  out  l., 
leaving  Mr.  Kildee  and  Sindy.) 

SiNDY.     You — had  forgotten  me  ? 

Kildee.  To  tell  you  de  truth,  Miss  Siudy,  I  done  clean  forgot. 
On  de  ole  West  Road  men  loses  sight  o'  home  and  fambly  an'  all 
dat  went  before.  On  de  ole  West  Road  der's  no  song  at  evenin' 
time,  only  de  song  of  de  dollars  clinkin'. 

Sindy.  But  I  can't — I  can't  tink  dat  yo  done  forgot  me, 
Mr.  Kildee !    You  'low  I  used  ter  sing  ter  yo  in  de  evenin'  time  ? 

Kildee.     Maybe  dat's  so. 

Sindy.  You  'low  I  used  to  go  fishin'  wid  yo  fer  minners  in  de 
mill  pon'  ? 

Kildee.     I  done  clean  forget. 

Sindy.  Well,  den,  you  'low  I  used  ter  go  fishin'  for  homey 
heads  in  de  Branch  ? 

Kildee.     Maybe  dat's  so. 

Sindy.     An'  now  you  done  forget  all  de  rest? 

Kildee.     I  'low  dat's  so.     But  I  hope  now  I  am  come,  we  be 

good  friends.  Miss  Sindy. 

Sindy.     Ah  I 

Kildee.  Miss  Sindy,  I'm  mighty  curous  bout  dat  gal  Miss 
Meadows  spoke  about.  Tell  me  de  names  of  some  of  dem  gals  in 
de  village. 
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SiNDY,     Wal,  tier's  Miss  Mirandy. 
KiLDEE.     "Wat's  she  like  ? 

SiNDY.  She  very  tall,  like  a  maypole  vine,  and  her  hair  in  very 
tight  chinks. 

KiLDEE.     Oh,  no,  it's  not  Miss  Mirandy. 

SiNDY.     Wal,  den,  der's  Miss  Sally — but  she  pidgen-toed. 

KiLDEE.     It's  not  Miss  Sally. 

SiNDY.  Den  der's  Miss  Dilsey  Ann.  She  very  short  gal  wid 
only  one  eye. 

KiLDEE.     No,  it's  not  Miss  Dilsey  Ann. 

SiNDY.  Den  der's  Miss  Tempy,  but  she  sets  in  meetin'  all  day 
a  lettin'  out  Halleyluyah  hollers.     (Crosses  a  step  or  two  h.) 

KiLDEE.  It's  not  Miss  Tempy,  Miss  Sindy  Ann.  D'you  know 
I'm  mighty  curous  bout  dat  gal. 

Sindy.     Den  der  isn't  no  gal.    Miss  Meadows  was  larfin' at  yer. 

KiLDEE.  Wal,  den,  Miss  Sindy,  I'm  a  worse  fool  dan  der  ever 
was  since  de  creashin  of  de  worril,  and  dat's  de  truit.  Jest  fer  a 
moment  Miss  Meadows  brought  up  a  sorter  panorama  'fore  me — 
jest  like  conjurment— but  now  it's  gone.  If  der  ain't  no  gal  at  all 
in  de  question,  wal'I  guess  I'll  go  back  agin  ter  de  ole  West  Road. 
You  sure  Miss  Meadows  war  larfin',  Miss  Sindy  ? 

Sindy.     Quite  sure. 

KiLDEE.  Wal,  den,  it's  Farewell  Lane  for  me,  Miss  Sindy,  an' 
it's  a  mighty  long  way  to  Farewell  Lane  after  all. 

(Mr.  Kildee  siuijs.     Sindy  goes  sloicly  to  back  of  stage 
and  goes  r.) 


MY  HONEY,  MY  LOVE. 

Kildee.     It's  a  mighty  far  way  up  to  Farewell  Lane, 

My  honey,  my  love, 
You  may  ax  Mr.  Crow,  you  may  ax  Mr.  Crane, 

My  honey,  my  love. 
It's  a  mighty  far  way  up  to  go  in  de  night, 
My  honey,  my  love,  my  heart's  delight. 

My  honey,  my  love. 

De  buUybat  fly  mighty  close  ter  de  groun', 
My  honey,  my  love, 

Mr.  Fox,  he  coax  her  "  Do  come  down," 

My  honey,  my  love. 

Tu'n  left,  tu'n  riglit,  an'  we'll  dance  out  de  night. 

My  honey,  my  love,  my  heart's  delight, 

My  honey,  my  love. 


De  big  owl  holler  and  ciy  fur  iiis  mate, 

My  honey,  my  love. 

Oh  don't  sta}-  long !     Oh  don't  stay  late, 

INIy  hone}-,  my  love. 

It  ain't  so  mighty  far  ter  de  goodbye  gate. 

My  honey,  my  love,  my  heart's  delight. 

My  honey,  my  love. 

(SiNDY  sits  on  log  and  cries.) 

[Mr.  KiiiDee  exits  l. 

Brer  Rabbit  appears  at  l.  and  Brer  Fox  at  r. 

Rabbit.     Don't  you  go  fer  ter  forgit  it,  Brer  Fox.     I  ride  yo  up 
to  de  Frolic  at  dis  very  place  dis  day  week. 

Fox.     I'll  no  forget,  Brer  Rabbit,  dat   I  make  a  rabbit  pie  er  yo 
at  de  Frolic  dis  day  week. 

CURTAIN. 


A  Voice  {heard  callimj).    Maiy,  Mary  !     John,  where  are  you? 

Remus.     Ders  Miss  Sally  a  hollering  after  you. 

Mary.     May  we  come  back  again  soon  ? 

Remus.     You  come  back  at  once  an'  see  de  end  of  de  story. 

John.     Will  Brer  Rabbit  ride  Brer  Fox  ? 

Remus.  He  will  dat — but  a  mighty  lot  o'  tings  must  come  to 
pass  first. 

{They  go  out.) 

SCENE  n.~Oi(tside  Mr.  Man's  house. 

Uncle  Remus  is  asleep.    John  and  Mary  run  in. 

John.     Uncle  Remus,  are  you  asleep  '? 

Remus.     Sholy  not,  honey.     I  just  about  to  fill  my  pipe. 

Mary.     We  want  to  ask  you  something. 

Remus.     {Filling  pipe.)     Ay !  Ay ! 

John.  Do  geese  stand  on  one  leg  all  night,  or  do  they  sit  down 
to  go  to  sleep. 

Remus.  To  be  sure  dey  does,  honey ;  dey  sits  down  same  as 
you  and  me  does. 

Mary.     But,  Uncle  Remus,  I  don't  sit  down  to  go  to  sleep. 

John.  I  saw  a  goose  the  other  day,  and  he  was  standing  on  one 
leg,  and  1  watched  him,  and  I  watched  him,  and  I  watched  him, 
and  he  kept  on  standing. 

Remus.  Ez  ter  dat  dey  might  stan'  on  one  foot  and  dra[)  ott 
ter  sleep  an'  forget  derself.  Dese  yere  gooses  is  mighty  cuious 
fowls — mighty  curous. 

CURTAIN  UP. 
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I  declare  to  grashus  deie  is  one  of  dem— an'  it's  one  I  know 
ver  well. 

Mary.     Who  is  it,  Uncle  Remus? 

Remus.  Dat  Miss  Goose,  she's  among  de  bigwigs — when  she 
go  a  dinin'  all  de  quality  is  dere.  But  she  not  stuck  up,  she  not 
too  proud  fer  ter  take  in  all  de  washin'  of  der  neighbourhood. 

John.     Oh,  look,  there's  Brer  Rabbit's  coat  I 

Mary.     And  I'm  sure  those  trousers  belong  to  Brer  Fox ! 

Remus.  Sho !  Honey.  Miss  Goose  have  no  dealin's  with 
Brer  Fox.     He  on  watch  from  mornin'  ter  night  fer  ter  take  her 

life. 

Enter  Rabkit,  l. 

Rabbit.     I  wish  you  Howdy,   Miss  Goose.     How   you   come 

on,  eh? 

Goose.     I   shake  liands  long  wid  you,    Brer  Rabbit,    but    my 

hands  day  all  full  er  soapsuds. 

Rabbit.  No  matter  bout  dat.  Miss  Goose,  as  long  as  your  will 
is  good.     Here's  Howdy  to  you. 

Goose.     {Shakimi  hands.)     Howdy,  I'm  sure,  Brer  Rabbit. 

Mary.     How  can  a  goose  have  hands.  Uncle  Remus? 

Remus.  You  too  particular — dat's  what  you  are.  {Gels  up  and 
nalks  aicay.) 

.John  &  Mary.     Oh,  come  back.  Uncle  Remus  ! 

Remus.  How  do  you  know  all  gooses  ain't  got  hands  under- 
neath dere  feathers?  Don't  yo  see  she  have  got  hands?  Do  you 
know  more'n  ole  man  Knowall. 

John  &  Mary.     Oh  no,  Uncle  Remus  I 

Remus.  A  little  more  an'  you'll  take  and  stand  me  down  dat 
snakes  ain't  got  no  footses. 

Mary.     Oh  no.  Uncle  Remus  darling,  do  come  back  ! 

Remus.  {Cominq  back.)  Well  den,  has  snakes  got  footses,  has 
dey? 

Mary.     {Signalling  to  John.)     Oh  yes,  Uncle  Remus  ! 

John.     Oh  yes,  Uncle  Remus  ! 

Remus.  {Seating  himself.)  Av  course  dey  have ;  you  take  an' 
lay  a  snake  down  'fore  de  fire,  an'  his  footses  will  come  out  before 
your  eyes.     Now  you  pay  'tention  to  the  story. 

Goose.  No,  Brer  Rabbit,  de  truit  is  I  mighty  poo'ly,  I'se 
getting  ole,  I'se  getting  stiff,  I'se  getting  clumpsy,  and  I'se  getting 
bline.  An'  what's  more  I  live  in  shocking  dread  of  dat  ole  terror, 
Brer  Fox. 

Rabbit.     Ah,  you  may  well  do  dat,  Miss  Goose. 
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Goose.  Just  before  you  happen  along,  Brer  Eabbit,  I  drop  my 
specs  in  de  tub  yere,  an'  if  you  hadn't  up  an'  told  me  Howdy, 
I  declar  to  grashus  I'd  er  tuck  you  fer  dat  nasty  awdashus  Brer 
Fox,  en  it  ud  a  bin  a  born  blessin'  if  I  hadn't  scalded  yer  wid  a 
pan  er  boilin'  suds. 

Eabbit.  I'll  find  yer  specs  fer  yer.  Miss  Goose.  (Eabbit  lifts  out 
clothes,  then  looks  up  and  sees  Miss  Goose  is  wearing  them.)  Bless 
grashus  Miss  Goose  you  has  dem  on  your  forehead.     (Business.) 

Enter  Bear. 

Miss  Goose.  Thank  you  kindly.  Brer  Eabbit.  Yo  be  a  pro- 
penticular  genterman — Laws  a  mussy,  here  comes  Brer  B'ar. 

Bear.  Howdy,  Miss  Goose.  Bad  news  for  you.  De  time  be 
come  Miss  Goose  when  you  toun  to  roost  high  of  a  night. 

Goose.  Oh  my  dear,  I  be  always  'specting  bad  news,  and  here 
it  be  at  last.     Why  must  I  roost  high,  Brer  Bear  ? 

Bear.     Brer  Fox  has  sworn  to  get  you,  Sister  Goose. 
(Goose  cackles  and  runs  up  and  down  stage.) 

Goose.  Laws  a  mussy,  what  I  gwine  ter  do?  Tis'nt  de  ti'uit. 
Brer  Eabbit,  say  it  isn't  de  truit  ? 

Eabbit.  But  it  is  de  truit.  Miss  Goose ;  an',  what's  more,  Brer 
Fox  be  gwine  to  call  on  you  dis  ver'  instan'. 

Goose.  {Cackles,  andruns  about).  Laws  a  mussy,  what  I  gwine 
ter  do  V 

Bear.  Eoost  high.  Sister  Goose,  roost  high.  If  you  don't 
roost  high  you're  a  goner. 

Eabbit.     How  do  you  roost  general,  Miss  Goose '? 

Goose.  I  tun  up  washin'  tub  upside  down  just  here  and  stand 
on  the  top  on  one  leg  to  get  a  bit  of  rest,  so — [Business.) 

John.     I  told  you  so  \ 

Goose.  Then  I  tuck  my  head  under  my  wing,  so  dat  all  de 
worrild  shan't  see  me. 

Eabbit.     Brer  Fox'ud  see  you.  Miss  Goose. 

Goose.     Oh  laws  a  mussy  ! 

Bear.     You  roost  high  dis  night.  Miss  Goose. 

Goose.     Oh  wherever  shall  I  git  ? 

Eabbit.  You  come  along  and  climb  dat  tree.  Miss  Goose,  and 
if  you  don't  see  somethin'  to  make  you  die  er  lafiBn  my  name's 
not  Brer  Eabbit. 

Goose.     Oh  I'm  all  a  shakin'  Mr.  Eabbit! 

Eabbit.     Come  along. 

Goose.  And  to  tink  that  all  the  clean  linen  of  de  village  is 
just  a  spilin'  in  dat  tub  ! 
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Bear.     Don't  you  talk  such  a  lot,  Miss  Goose  ;  you  just  climb 
this  tree. 

Goose.     Tank  you  kindly,  Brer  Eabbit  and  Brer  B'ar ;  you  is 
both  propenticular  gentermans  you  is. 

{She  curtseys  round  and  gets  up  into  the  tree.     Rabbit 
helps  her,  and  Bear  sings.) 

Bear.      Hey  O,  Miss  Goose,  take  care  of  your  does. 
Fer  dis  is  de  way  de  worril  goes, 
You  will  go  up  an'  ole  Fox  will  go  down. 
An  yo'U  git  ter  de  bottom  all  safe  an'  soun' 
Hey  O,  Miss  Goose,  Miss  Goose,  Miss  Goose. 

{Dance.) 

Goose.     I  declare  to  grashus,  here's  Mr.  Man  coming !  Run 
away  home,  animals,  run  away  home. 

[Exit  the  Animals 

Man.     Hullo,  Janey !  Janey  ! — whar  is  dat  gal  ? 

Janey.     {Heard  singing.) 

De  ole  bee  make  de  honeycomb, 

De  young  I)ee  make  de  honey  ; 
De  nigger  make  de  cotton  an'  corn, 

En  de  white  folk  git  de  money. 
I  met  a  'possum  on  de  road. 

Brer  'Possum  whar  you  gwine  ? 
I  tank  my  stars,  I  bless  my  life, 

I'm  a  huntin'  fer  de  muscadine. 

Man.     Dat's  her — bless  her  heart,  Janey,  I  say. 

Janey.     {Looking  from  window.)     Yes,  Daddy. 

Man.     I'm  going  out  for  the  day,  Janey.      Don't  you  forget 
what  I  told  you  about  that  monstrous  villain.  Brer  Rabbit. 

Janey.     No,  Daddy. 

Man.     Don't  you  give  him  a  single  lettuce,  not  if  he  comes 
asking  you  ever  so  much. 

Janey.     No,  Daddy. 

Man.     I  know   dis — de  moment  my  back  am  turned  dat  der 
Brer  Rabbit  will  come  and  ask  you  for  lettuces. 

Janey.     Yes,  Daddy. 

Man.     You  know  what  he  is  like  ? 

Janey.     No,  Daddy. 

Man.     Wal,  you  just  come  away  down  here  an'  I'll  tell  you. 

Janey.     Yes,  Daddy. 

Janey  comes  in  r. 

Man.     Brer  Rabbit  he  got  spUt  Hp  {'Business),  poppy  eyes,  big 
ears,  and  a  bob  tail,  can  you  remember  dat  ? 
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Janey.     No,  Daddy. 

Man.     Well  you  repeat  it  after  me.     Split  lip.     (Business.) 

Janey.     Split  lip.     (Janey  copies  business.) 

Man.     Poppy  eyes. 

Janey.     Poppy  eyes. 

Man.     Big  ears. 

Janey.     Big  ears. 

Man.     Bob  tail. 

Janey.     Bob  tail. 

Man.     Now,  do  you  remember  it  ? 

Janey.     No,  Daddy. 

Man.     'Pon  my  word  I'll  give  you  a  whippin',  Janey,  tiiat'll 
make  you  holler. 

Janey.     Oh  !  Oh  !     I  do  'member  it,  Daddy. 

Man.     Say  it,  den. 

Janey.     Split  lip,  nobby  eyes,  pig  ears,  and  a  dog  tail. 

Man.     Not  dog  tail — bob  tail. 

Janey.     Yes,  Daddy. 

Man.     Now  dat's  Brer  Rabbit. 

Janey.     Has  he  any  udder  name,  Daddy  ? 

Man.     Not  dat  I  know  of.     I  tink  one  is  enougli. 

Janey.     Yes,  Daddy. 

Max.     Now  you  just  go  in  and  shut  the  door,  and   if  Brer 
Eabbit  comes  don't  you  open  it. 

Janey.     No,  Daddy, 

Man.     Good-bye,  Janey  ? 

Janey.     Good-bye,  Daddy. 

Mr.  Man.     Throw  me  my  hat,  Janey ! 

[Exit,  through  trees,  singinij  last  verse. 

(Janey  fjoes  into  the  house  cuid  shuts  the  door.      Brer 
Rabbit  comes  in  and  knocks.) 

Janey.  Who's  there  ? 

Rabbit.     A  friend  come  to  call. 

Janey.  Is  that  Brer  Rabbit  ? 

Rabbit.     No,  not  'tall,  nebber  heard  tell  o'  such  a  name. 

.Ianey.  I  can't  open  de  door. 

Rabbit.     But  I  met  Mr.  Man  on  de  road.     Maybe  you  know 
him. 
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Janey.     Mr.  Man  is  my  Daddy. 

Rabbit.     He  told  me  to  tell  a  little  gal  called  Miss  Janey  to 
open  de  door  at  once.     Maybe  Miss  Janey  not  your  name. 

Janey.     But  Miss  Janey  is  my  name. 

Rabbit.     Den  open  de  door  as  your  Pa  tells  you. 

(Miss  Janey  opeiis  door,  Rabbit  starts  back.) 

Rabbit.     An'  dish,  yen,  is  Miss  Janey  ! 

Janey.     Dat's  what  my  Daddy  calls  me.     What  your  Daddy 


call  you 

(Brer  Rabbit  weeps.) 

Rabbit.  I  bin  lose  my  Daddy  dis  many  long  year,  but  when  he 
live  he  call  me  Billy  Malone. 

Janey.     Billy  Malone — well,  I  am  glad  you're  not  Brer  Rabbit. 

Rabbit.     Ah  !  Brer  Rabbit's  a  mighty  bad  lot. 

J  \NEY.     Yes,  an'  so  ugly.     Split  lip. 

Rabbit.     What  ? 

Janey.     Poppy  eyes. 

Rabbit.     Oh  indeed! 

Janey.     Big  ears. 

Rabbit.     Some  folk  'mire  big  ears. 

Janey.     And  liob  tail. 

Rabbit.  Well,  well,  well,  some  folks  is  ugly  to  be  sure.  Bu^ 
yon — well,  Miss  Janey,  I  never  seed  you  since  you  was  a  bit  of  a 
baby  and  now  you  mighty  nigh  a  grown-up  woman — wid  such 
nice  long  hair.  (Janey  shakes  her  head.)  And  such  pretty  eyes, 
anil  sucli  dear  little  footses — wal  I  spects  you  wondering  why 
J  come. 

Janey.  Oh  no  I  wasn't — 

Rabbit.     {Severely.)     W^ell  you  oughter  be. 

Janey.  Yes,  Billy  Malone. 

Rabbit.     Mister  Billy  Malone ! 

Janey.  Yes,  Mister  Billy  Malone. 

Rabbit.  Well  I  brought  a  message  from  your  Daddy.  I  pass 
him  on  de  road  now,  and  he  say  I  must  come  and  tell  you  for  ter 
give  me  a  baskit  of  lettuces  on  account  o'  old  acquaintance. 

Janey.  Better  wait  till  my  Daddy  come  liome,  Mr.  Billy 
Malone. 

Rabbit.  Now  dat's  jest  it.  Mr.  Man  ul  be  mighty  vexed  ef  I 
wait  here  till  he  get  home.  See  here,  here's  a  bit  o'  a  letter  he's 
write  you.     Can  you  read  ? 

Janey.     Only  capital  letters. 

E.2 
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Eabbit.  Ah,  he  knowed  dat,  and  he  s  wrote  it  all  in  capital 
letters.     {He  shows  2>lo,card.) 

Janey.  (Beading.)  "  Give  Mr.  Bill}-  Malone  big  basket  of 
lettuces."     I  see,  I'll  run  and  get  them. 

(Babbit  dances  round  while  she  has  goiie.) 

{Covies  back.)    I  can  dance  too. 

Rabbit.     Then  step  out,  Miss  Janey. 

{They  dance.     '[Vlien  the  dance  is  over  Miss  Janey  turns 
to  the  lettuces.) 

Janey.     There's  too  many  fer  you  to  carry. 

Rabbit.  So  der  is.  I  dursn't  leave  em;  Mr.  Man  ud  be  mighty 
put  out  if  I  left  'em.  I'll  jest  take  dese  and  I  go  and  get  anudder 
basket  for  to  take  de  odders.     Don't  you  go  now,  Miss  Janey. 

Janey.     How  long  you  be  Mister  Billy  Malone '? 

Rabbit.  ,  I  be  jest  five  minutes — you  see,  jest  five  minutes. 

Janey.     Good-bye,  Mister  Billy  Malone. 

Rabbit.  Good-bye,  Miss  Janey.  You  sing  yourself  a  little 
song  fer  ter  pass  de  time — when  it's  done  I'll  be  back. 

[He  goes  out  b. 
THE   MUSCADINE. 
Janey.     {Sings) 

De  ole  bee  make  de  honeycomb, 

De  young  bee  make  de  honey, 
De  nigger  git  de  cotton  an'  corn, 

En  de  white  folk  git  de  money. 
I  met  a  'possum  on  de  road. 

Brer  'Possum,  where  you  gwine '? 
I  tank  my  stars,  I  bless  my  life, 

I'm  a  huntin  fer  de  muscadine. 

{She  dances.) 

De  raccoon  he's  a  curous  man. 

He  never  walk  twel  dark. 
An"  nothing  ever  'sturbs  his  sleep 

Till  he  hear  old  Bringer  bark. 

Mr.  Man  comes  in  l.  and  sings  chorus. 

Monday  morning  break  er  day. 

White  folk  gits  me  gwine, 
But  I  tank  my  stars,  I  bless  my  life, 

I'm  a  huntin'  fer  de  muscadine. 
Man.     (Sings). 

De  raccoon  totes  a  bushy  tail, 

De  'possum  totes  no  hair, 
Brer  Eabbit  he  come  skippin'  by ; 

He  ain't  got  none  to  spare. 
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Both.     (Sing). 

De  rain  fall  saft  all  tru  de  night, 

An  spring  de  maypole  vine, 
But  I  tank  my  stars,  I  bless  my  life, 

I'm  a  huntin'  fer  de  muscadine. 

DANCE. 

Man.     Brer  Rabbit  he  come  skippin'  by.     He  best  not  skip  my 
way?     Hullo,  what's  all  this? 

.Janey.     Lettices,  Daddy. 

Man.     Why  you  cut  lettices  ? 

Janey.     For  Mr.  Billy  Malone,  Daddy. 

Man.     Who  de  name  o'  goodness  is  Mr.  Billy  Malone  ?     What 
sort  o'  lip  has  he  got  ? 

Janey.     Split  lip,  Daddy. 

Man.     Ah — an'  what  sort  o'  eyes  has  he  got  ? 

Janey.     Poppy  eyes'  Daddy. 

Man.     Ah,  an'  what  sort  o'  ears  has  he  got  ? 

Janey.     Ain't  got  no  ears  at  all,  Daddy. 

Man.     Wat,  ain't  got  no  ears  ? 

Janey.     No,  Daddy. 

Man.     An'  wat  sort  of  a  tail  has  he  got  ? 

Janey.     Ain't  got  no  tail,  Daddy. 

Man.     Not  got  no  tail  ? 

Janey.     No,  Daddy,  same  as  you  and  me  haven't  got  no  tail. 

Man.     Well,  if  dis  don't  bang  my  times,  den  Joe's  dead  an' 
Sal's  a  widder !     Wluch  way  he  gone,  Janey  ? 

Janey.     Dis  way.     He  coming  back.  Daddy,- for  de  rest  o'  de 
lettices. 

Man.     Oh,  lie  coming  back,  is  he  ?     Which  w^ay  ? 

Janey.     Dis  way,  Daddy. 

Man.     Well,  you  jist  pick  up  dese  lettices,  Janey,  whilst  I  fix 
up  a  contrapshen. 

Janey.     Isn't  Mr.  Billy  gwine  to  have  the  lettices.  Daddy  ? 

Man.     No,  Janey,  I'm  gwine  to  have  Mr.  Billy  Malone.     Hush, 
I  hear  him  coming.     Run  into  the  house. 

{They  run  into  the  house  ami  shut  the  door.  Rabbit 
comes  in  and  riuis  straight  into  the  trap — a  noose 
tightens  round  him,  ami  he  is  stvtong  up  high  in  the 
air.) 
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Rabbit.  Aw  !  Aw !  Aw !  Do  pray,  Mr.  Man,  lemme  go. 
I  done  deceive  you  dis  time,  but  I  ain't  gwine  to  deceive  you  no 
more.     Aw !     Aw !     Aw ! 

(Miss  Goose  looks  dmcn  from  the  tree.) 

Goose.  Quack !  Quack !  Quack !  Oh,  Mr.  Rabbit,  can't  I 
do  nothing  ? 

Rabbit.     Cut  me  down,  Miss  Goose,  cut  me  down. 

Goose.     I  run  home  for  de  scissors. 

{She  runs  back  and  runs  straight  into  Mr.  Fox,  theii  she 
gradually  steps  backicards  trembling,  as  he  comes 
fonuard.) 

Fox.  Ah,  Miss  Goose.  Good  mai-nin',  Miss  Goose.  Nice 
marning,  Miss  Goose.  Where  do  you  roost  to-niglit,  Miss 
Goose  ?     {Rubbing  his  hands.) 

GoosE.     Mercy,  Brer  Fox. 

Fox.  {Seeing  Rabbit.)  Hullo,  what's  this?  \\liy  be  sure  it's^ 
Brer  Rabbit !     Howdy,  Brer  Rabbit  ? 

Rabbit.     Howdy,  Brer  Fox  ? 

Fox.  Heyo!  {Laughing  and  covo-ing  his  face.)  How  you 
come  on  dis  morning  ? 

Rabbit.  Much  obliged,  I'm  pretty  middlin',  Brer  Fox,  and 
tank  you. 

Fox.  If  it  isn't  perient  question,  may  I  ax  wViat  you  doing  up 
dar  in  de  elements  Brer  Rabbit  ? 

Rabbit.  Nothin'  much,  Brer  Fox,  but  I  makin'  a  dollar  a 
minnit. 

Fox.     A  dollar  a  minnit,  and  how  on  airth,  may  I  ax  ? 

Rabbit.  Well,  you  see  dat  house  an'  garden  'long  to  Mr.  Man, 
and  he  mighty  particular.    I'm  keepin'  de  crows  out  of  his  garden. 

Fox.     Keepin'  de  crows  out  of  his  garden  V 

Rabbit.  Dat's  so,  and  I  am  'bout  tired  of  de  job.  You'd  make 
a  better  scarecrow  than  mo,  Bror  Fox.  Jest  you  tiy  it,  and  when 
you  go  home  wid  your  pockets  full  of  money  you  kin  make  your 
dinner  off  ole  Miss  Goose. 

Fox.     Brer  Rabbit,  air  you  telling  de  truit  ? 

Rabbit.  If  ole  man  Methusalem  was  liv'n  clean  up  till  now, 
he'd  up  and  tell  you  de  same.  Pull  down  dat  stem  and  let  me  out, 
and  den  you  take  my  place  and  heap  up  dem  dollars. 

Fox.  {Pulling  down  tree.)  Well,  I  obliged  to  vou  be  sure,  Brer 
Rabbit. 

(Rabbit  gets  out,  and  Fox  gets  m.) 
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Why  can't  we  live  neighbourly  together,  Brer  Rabbit  ? 

(Rahbit  swings  him  tip.) 

Rabbit.  We  hve  neighbourly  when  you  eaten  Miss  Goose, 
Brer  Fox.  Hullo,  there,  Rabs — come  on  out  an'  see  the  man  what 
skinned  father  and  ate  up  little  brother. 

(Rabbit  and  Goose  both  sing.) 

Good-bye,  Brer  Fox,  take  keer  of  your  does, 
Fer  dis  is  de  way  de  worril  goes. 
Some  goes  up,  and  some  goes  down, 
.    You'll  git  ter  de  bottom  all  safe  an'  soun'. 
Heyo,  Brer  Fox,  Brer  Fox,  Brer  Fox. 

(Rabbit,  knocking  at  Man's  door.) 

Rabbit.  Mr.  ]\Ian,  Mr.  Man,  come  out,  Mr.  Man,  and  ketch  de 
tief  who  bin  stealin'  your  lettices. 

Mr.  Man.  (Rushing  oiU  of  tJie  house.)  I've  got  you  I  I've  got 
you !  (He  beats  Fox  violently.)     Oh  yes,  youer  kotch  you  is. 

Rabbit.     [Dancnuj  about.)     Hit  him  on  de  mouth,  Mr.  Man. 

Man.     I  hit  him. 

Rabbit.     Hit  him  on  de  tail,  Mr.  Man. 

Man.     I'll  hit  him. 

Fox.     Ow!  Ow!  Ow! 

(Rabbit  runs  off,  and  Mr.  Man  cuts  dcnon  Fox  and  cJutses 
hnn  all  over  the  stage  until  he  escajyes,  followed  by 
M.\N  atid  Janey  and  the  little  Rabbits.  Rabbit  and 
Goose  siiig.) 

Goodbye   )d     .  x>  uuL   ^.ake  keer  of  your  does 

Fer  dis  is  de  way  de  worril  goes, 
Some  goes  up  and  some  goes  down. 
You'll  git  ter  de  bottom  all  safe  and  soun'. 


Heyo 


(Miss  Goose  Miss  Goose,  Miss  Goose). 


(Brer  Rabbit,  Brer  Rabbit,  Brer  Rabbit). 

{Little  Rabbits  come  %n  and  dance  round,  Brer  Rabbit 
and  Miss  Goose  in  centre.) 


CURTAIN. 
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Scene  III. — Kimj  Deer's  Court. 

(Miss  Meadows  and  the  Girls,  Sindy  Ann,  Mr.  Man, 
Bear,  Fox,  Mr.  Kildee,  Uncle  Remus  and  the 
two  Children  join  in  the  song.     All  sing.) 

"  UP  AN'  DOWN  DE  BANGO." 
Oh,  de  first  news  you  know  de  day'll  be  a  breakin", 

Hey  O  !  Hi  O,  Up'n  down  de  Bango. 
An'  the  fire  be  a  burnin'  and  de  ash  cake  a  bakin', 

Hey  0 !  Hi  O  !  Up'n  down  de  Bango. 
An'  de  hens  will  be  a  hoUerin'  en  de  Boss  will  be  a  wakin', 

Hey  0  !  Hi  O  !  Up'n  down  de  Bango. 
Better  git  up,  nigger,  en  give  yo'self  a  shukin'. 

Hi  O  !  Miss  Sindy  Ann. 

KiLDEE.  For  de  lost  ell  and  an'  yard"-  is  a  huntin'  for  de  mornin', 


An' 


Hi  O  !  git  long  !  go  away 


she'll  catch  up  wid  us  'fore  we  ever  git  dis  corn  in, 

Oh,  go  'way,  Sindy  Ann. 
Oh,  honey,  when  you  see  dem  ripe  stars  a  fallin'. 

Hey  O!  Hi  O  !  Up'n  down  de  Bango. 
Oh,  honey,  when  you  hear  de  I'ain  crow  a  callin", 

Hey  O  !  Hi  O  !  Up'n  down  de  Bango. 
Oh,  honey,  when  you  hear  that  red  calf  a  bawlin'. 

Hey  O  !  Hi  O  !  Up'n  down  de  Bango. 
Then  the  daytimes  comin'  a  creepin'  an'  a  crawlin', 

Hi  O,  Miss  Sindy  Ann. 

Kildee.  For  de  lost  ell  an'  yard  is  a  huntin'  for  de  mornin'. 

Hi  O  !  git  long !  go  away  ! 
An'  she'll  catch  up  wid  us  'fore  we  ever  git  dis  corn  in, 

Oh,  go  'way,  Sindy  Ann. 
Oh,  work  on,  boys,  give  de  shocks  a  mighty  wringin'. 

Hey  0  !  Hi  0  !  Up'n  down  de  Bango. 
For  de  boss  comes  around,  a  dangin'  an'  a  dingin'. 

Hey  O !  Hi  O  i  Up'n  down  de  Bango. 
Git  up  and  move  round,  set  yer  big  hands  ter  swingin'. 

Hey  O  !  Hi  0  !  Up'n  down  de  Bango. 
Git  up  and  shout  loud  !    Let  de  white  folks  ha  yo'  singin', 

Hi  0  !  Sindy  Ann. 

Kildee.  For  de  lost  ell  an'  yard  is  a  huntin'  fer  de  mornin', 
Hey  O  !  git  'long  !  go  'way, 
And  she'll  catch  up  wid  us,  'fore  we  ever  git  dis  com  in. 

O  go  'way,  Sindy  Ann. 
{Chorus.     At  end  of  song  Kildee  crosses  to  l.  and  goes 
to  back  with  Animals.) 

(Fox  crosses  to  R.\bbit.) 

*  Note. — The  "  lost  ell  and  yard  "  is  Orion's  belt. 
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Miss  M.     Do  you  know  what  my  cat  told  me  this  morning  ? 

—  Girls.     No,  do  tell  us. 

Miss  M.  (Sits).  She  purred  it  into  my  ears  while  I  was  having 
breakfast. 

—  Girls.     Oh  what  was  it,  tell  us  quick. 

Miss  M,  King  Deer  is  to  hold  a  court  here  to-day  to  choose 
a  husband  for  his  daughter — Brer  Eabbit  and  Brer  Fox  are  both 
suitors. 

Miss  Motts.  I'd  rather  have  Brer  Fox  if  I  were  King  Deer's 
daughter. 

—  Girls.     {In  alarm.)     Oh  would  yo,  how  dredful ! 

Miss  Motts.     Brer  Eabbit  is  so  little. 

SiNDY.  He  de  littlest  of  all  de  animals,  but  he  always  win. 
Don't  yo  laugh  at  little  people. 

SONG.— SiNDY  Ann. 

SiNDY.     De  big  bird  rob  and  de  little  bird  sing, 
De  big  bee  zoon  and  de  little  bee  sting, 
De  little  man  lead,  and  de  big  boss  foller. 
Brer  Eabbit  'ul  put  Fox's  neck  in  a  collar, 

An'  den  he'll  holler ; 
Holler,  Holler  Holler, 
Ha!  Ha!  Ha! 

—  Girls.     We  all  love  Brer  Eabbit,  and  we  hate  Brer  Fox. 

—  John  &  Mary.     And  so  do  we. 

Miss  Motts.     He  ate  up  a  little  rabbit  this  morning. 

-  All.     Oh! 

-  Miss  Nancy.     And  it  was  only  because  of  Brer  Bear  and  Brer 
Eabbit  that  he  didn't  get  Miss  Goose. 

-  ^-^-  oiyu 

-^    Miss  Trb»A./  He  di'ove  poor  Lady  Hen  distracted  yesterday 
and  took  all  her  eggs. 

Girls.     Oh ! 

Miss  Nangy.     He  stole  the  money  of  Teeny  Tenchy  Duck. 

Miss  M.  If  he  marries  King  Deer's  daughter  I  shan't  dance 
at  the  wedding. 

All.     Neither  will  we. 

Miss  Motts.  Ah,  but  he  won't  marry  her.  Brer  Eabbit  will 
find  some  way  of  outwitting  him. 
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"^  All.     Are  you  quite  sure  ? 

Miss  Motts.     Quite  sure.     Oh,  what's  that  ? 

(.4  Mosquito  flies  across  the  stage.) 

[Exit  all  Anirimls.] 

Miss  M.     That's  a  mosquito. 

KiLDEE.     There  usen't  to  be  mosquitoes  here  fifteen  years  ago. 

Miss  M,  {Coming  down  c,  sits  down  l.)  There  are  lots  of 
mosquitoes  now.  King  Deer  encourages  them  ;  they  never  sting 
him  or  his  daughter — but  they  sting  the  suitors  when  they  come 
up,  calling  on  the  Princess,  don't  they,  Sindy  ? 

SiNDY.  Dey  do  dat.  Miss  Meadows.  If  one  o'  dem  animals 
what  comes  courtin'  falls  doun  when  de  skeeters  come  zooning 
round  he  never  gits  up  again. 

KiLDEE.     Why  ? 

Sindy.  De  skeeters  just  finishes  him  up  and  pops  his  body  in 
de  lake — oh  dey  is  mighty  venturesome  tings  dem  skeeters. 

(Another  Mosquito  passes.)      ^ 

All.     There's  another ! 

Miss  M.  I  don't  like  those  mosquitoes.  I  wouldn't  like  Brer 
Eabbit  to  be  stung  to  death  and  to  have  his  body  dropped  in  the 
lake.     I'm  going — will  you  stay  here,  Mr.  Kildee  ? 

KiLDEE.     I'm  going  furder  den  you,  Miss  Meadows. 

Miss  M.     Why,  Mr.    Kildee,  you  have  only  just  come — why 
must  you  be  going  ? 

Kildee.     I  be  gwine  back  ter  de  ol'  West  Boad,  Miss  Meadows. 
Girls.     Oh,  Mr.  Kildee  ! 

Kildee.  Sometimes  I  wish  I  never  set  foot  on  it.  It's  better 
fer  a  man  ter  stay  in  de  place  he's  horned  in  like  all  dese  yere 
animals ;  dey  don't  go  ter  de  ends  o'  de  worril  seekin'  fer  sorrow. 

Sindy.  Have  yo'  bin  seekin'  sorrow  on  de  ol'  West  Eoad, 
Mr.  Kildee,  or  have  yo'  come  home  to  find  it '? 

Kildee.     Dat's  my  secret,  Miss  Sindy  Ann. 

Miss  M.     Tell  us  about  it. 

Kildee.  (Plays  on  banjo,  and  just  as  he  zs  going  to  sing  a 
Mosquito  flies  across.)  Look  here,  skeeters  !  Yo  jist  lie  to  a 
minute,  will  yer  ?  I  gwine  ter  tell  dese  ladies  about  de  ol'  West 
Road.  I  isn't  courtin'  King  Deer's  daughter.  Dat's  de  truit, 
skeeters.  ^ 

Mosquitos.     Zoon !     Zoon ! 

Kildee.     Dat's  all  right.     {He  plaijs  and  sings.) 
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SONG.— Mr.  Kildee. 
DE  OL*  WEST  KOAD. 

Don't  yo  never  go  down  de  ol'  West  Road, 

Too  long — too  long  fer  you, 
'Cos  a  mighty  heap  er  folks  has  long  ago  go'd, 

Too  long — too  long  fer  you, 
All  cuttin'  of  de  crops  what  other  men  has  sowed. 

Too  long — too  long  fer  you. 

Dey  all  went  by,  'cos  dey  all  tink  dey  knowed, 

Too  long — too  long  fer  you, 
How  many  have  come  back  when  dere  beards  have  grow'd. 

Too  long — too  long  fer  you. 
How  many  saved  de  seed  dat  come  from  what  dej'  mowed, 

Too  long — too  long  fer  you. 

Don't  yo  never  go  douTi  de  ol'  West  Road, 

Too  long — too  long  fer  j'ou. 
De  squinch  owl  hooted  an'  the  rooster  crowed, 

Too  long — too  long  fer  you. 
An'  de  ole  oak  he  say,  "  I'm  stayin'  whar  I  grow'd," 

Too  long — too  long  fer  you. 

Miss  M.     Well,  Mr.   Kildee,  if  you  must  go — I   suppose  you 
must — but  I'm  sure  I  don't  see  why.     Do  you,  girls  ? 

Girls.     Oh,  no — don't  go. 

Kildee.     I  must. 

Miss  M.     Well,  promise  me  one  thing. 

Kildee.     What  is  it  ? 

Miss  M.     Promise  me  that  you'll  come  to  the  Frolic  to-morrow, 
and  see  Brer  Rabbit  riding  Brer  Fox. 

Kildee.     Yes,  I'll  promise  that.     I  wouldn't  miss  it  for  all  de 
worril. 

Miss  M.  Well,  tiien,  good-bye  for  the  present. 

[Off  L.c.  throiigh  trees. 

Kildee.     I'll  come  along  with  you,  Miss  Meadows. 

[They  all  yo  out,  except  Sindy  Ann. 

Sivdy  Ann  sits  alone  crying.     Tarrypin  comes  in  r.) 

T.\RRYPiN.     Hullo,    Sindy,    wot    yer    doin"?      Are    yo'    cryin' 
because  you  so  happy  ? 

Mary.     (Interrupting).     Uncle  Remus,  I  don't  like  this  story. 
Why  is  Sindy  cxying  ? 

Remus.     Eh,  what '? 

John.     Why  is  Sindy  crying,  and  why  has   Mr.   Kildee  gone 
away  ?     If  this  is  going  to  be  a  sad  story — I  shan't  stop. 

(John  and  Mary  start  to  walk  aivay.) 
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Remus.  It  isn't  gwine  to  be  a  sad  story,  honey  ;  gals  always  goes 
on  like  dat — dere  curous  creaturs,  as  Brer  Tarrypin  says.  See 
here  now — when  yo  ha'  bin  castin'  shadders  as  long  as  de  ole 
nigger,  you'll  find  out  who's  which  and  which  is  who.  See  now. 
Sindy  tort  dat  Mr.  Kilclee  was  a  comin'  home  ter  marry  her. 

John  &  Mary.     Yes. 

Remus.  Wal,  when  he  git  back  he  don't  forgit  about  her.  It 
all  come  right  in  de  end — de  gal  he  really  likes  is  Sindy. 

Mary.     Well,  why  doesn't  he  say  so  ? 

Remus.     Now  den  is  I  de  tale  oi'  is  de  tale  me  ?     Tell  me  dat. 

John.     No,  you're  not  the  tale,  Uncle  Remus. 

Remus.  Wal  den,  ef  I  aint  de  tale  de  tale  aint  me,  den  how 
come  you  ter  wanter  rake  me  ober  de  coals  for  it  ? 

Mary.  (Eising.)  But  you  promised  it  shouldn't  be  a  sad 
story,  and  there  is  Sindy  ciying. 

Remus.  I  beg  ter  'spute  that.  I  beg  to  'spute  it — Sindy  Ann 
ain't  cryin'  'cos  she's  onhappy,  she's  crying  'cos  she's  a  gal— 
when  she  grown  up  she'll  know  she  cryin'  'cos  she  happy — dat 
what  de  tale  say — de  tale  know — de  chilluns  don't  know  what 
de  tale  say — ole  Remus — he  one  nigger,  an'  de  tale  hits  anudder 
nigger — yet  I  ain't  got  no  time  fur  ter  set  back  here  an'  fetch 
you  out  argyments.     (Calling  at  side.)    Curtain,  please. 

John  &  Mary.     Oh,  Uncle  Remus,  do  please  let  the  tale  go  on. 

Remus     You  are  de  udder  chilluns. 

(John  &  Mary  coming  to  front.) 

Mary.     Please,  Sindy  isn't  crying  because  she's  really  unhappy. 

John.     Only  because  she's  a  girl. 

Mary.  So  if  yer  want  the  tale  to  go  on,  please  clap,  and  it  will 
all  come  right. 

(Aiidience  claps.) 

John  &  Mary.     Thank  you  ever  so  much. 


(DUET.— Sindy  Ann  and  Mr.  Kildee.) 

"  WAY  DOWN  IN  GALILEE." 

Come  under,  come  under. 

My  honey,  my  love,  my  own  true  love, 

My  heart  bin  a  weepin', 

W^ay  down  in  Galilee. 

As  far  as  de  birds  an'  farder, 

Yo  spread  yo  wings  to  fly, 

Now  all  de  green  am  wiltin', 

And  de  dry  leaf  rising  high, 

Way  down  in  Galilee,  way  down  in  Galilee. 
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While  yo  gone  travellin'  yonder 

Beyond  de  wide  blue  sky, 

De  trees  done  lost  der  blossom 

An'  de  garden  groun'  is  dry, 

Way  down  in  Galilee,  way  down  in  Galilee. 

Come  under,  come  under, 
My  honey,  my  love,  my  own  true  love. 
My  heart  bin  a  weepin'. 
Way  down  in  Galilee. 
(During  the  secoiid  verse  Mr.  Kildee  returns  and  the  song 
finislies  as  a  duet.  John  ajid  Mary  make  signs  to  each 
other  and  seem  to  be  pleased.) 
Kildee.     That  is  a  sad  song,  Sindy — you  were  always  happy 
when  we  played  together  long  ago. 

Sindy.     Are  you  beginning  to  remember  ? 

Kildee.  Yes,  I'm  beginning  to  remember — I  cannot  tink  why 
I  ever  done  forget. 

Sindy.     But  what  'bout  dat  udder  gal  ? 

Kildee.     Wat  gal  ? 

Sindy.     De  gal  wat's  waiting  fer  yer. 

Kildee.  Dat  gal's  a  long  way  off,  like  the  moon,  Sindy  Ann, 
an"  white  an'  cold  like  de  moon,  Sindy  Ann.  Shall  I  try  an'  get 
de  moon  out  o'  de  mill  pon',  as  ole  Brer  Rabbit  did?  What 
happened  to  ole  Brer  Rabbit  when  he  see  de  flection  of  de  moon 
in  de  mill  pon',  Sindy  Ann  ? 

Sindy.  He  went  after  her  to  git  her  out  an'  got  a  duckin'  an' 
sloshed  all  de  water  in  de  mill  pon'. 

Kildee.     He  did  dat !  an'  what  did  he  say,  Sindy  Ann  ? 

Sindy.  He  say  "  I  hear  talk  dat  de  moon  in  de  mill  pon'  will 
bite  at  a  hook  ef  it's  bated  with  a  fool."  and  den  he  loped  off  home 
ter  dry  hisself. 

Kildee.  I've  lived  longer  in  de  worril  dan  yo  have,  Sindy  Ann, 
an'  I've  seen  fools  an"  fools,  but  I  begin  to  tink  now !  No,  I'll 
not  tell  yo'  what  I  think.     Why  yo'  cryin',  Sindy  Ann  '? 

Sindy.     You  Said  yo  were  gwine  back  ter  de  ol'  West  Road. 

Kildee.  Well,  I'm  not  gwine  arter  all,  Sindy  Ann — I'm  just 
going  down  de  lane  at  de  bottom  o'  de  garden  gate.  {He  comes 
nearer.)  Sindy  Ann  come  down  de  lane  wid  me — Sindy  Ann,  mj 
lily,  come  down  de  lane. 


SONG.— Mr.  Kildee. 
Han'  "me  down  my  walkin'  cane 

(Hey,  my  lily,  go  down  de  road) 
Yo'  true  lover  come  home  again 

(Hey,  my  lily,  come  down  de  lane) 
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Oh  de  rain  fall  saft  in  de  long  dark  night 

(Han'  me  down  my  walkin'  cane) 
An'  it's  dat  w'at  sets  all  de  vine  slips  right 

(So,  my  fair  lily,  come  down  de  lane). 

It's  de  mellerest  groun'  de  root  'ul  catch 

(Han'  me  down  my  walkin'  cane) 
An'  a  pine  pole  gate  at  de  garden  patch 

(Won't  keep  my  lily  from  out  de  lane). 

{At  the  eml  of  the  son<j  Mb.  Kildee  comes  near  to  Sindy  aiid 
tries  to  draw  her  toicarcls  him,  but  she  evades  him 
and  rtms  laiighing  aivay.     He  follotcs.) 

John.     Oh,  she's  gone! 

Mary.     Where's  Sindy  gone  ? 

Remus.  Now  you  be  good  chilluns  and  don't  talk.  Ef  you  sit 
still  you'll  see  King  Deer's  daughter  and  tlie  skeeters. 

(The  Mosquitoes  here  becjin  to  zoon,  and  a  dance  follows. 
Fox  and  Bear  covie  in  with  nets  and  try  and  catch 
the  Mosqxiitoes  but  they  aUoays  fail.  IMien  tlie  dance 
is  concluded  the  Mosquitoes  Jlit  away.) 

(When  all  the  Mosquitoes  have  (jone,  the  Animcds  sit  down, 
Bear  in  the  middle,  and  Fox  and  Rabrit  each  side.) 

Bear.  Now  dat  we've  chased  away  dem  skeeters,  1  want  ter 
ax  a  question?  Is  dis  de  truit,  Brer  Rabbit,  dat  you  want  ter 
mari"y  King  Deer's  daughter  ? 

Rabbit.     Dat  is  de  truit,  Brer  B'ar. 

Bear.  Now,  is  dis  de  truit.  Brer  Fox,  dat  you  want  ter  marry 
King  Deer's  daughter  ? 

Fox.     Dat  is  de  tmit,  Brer  B'ar. 

Bear.  Wal  she  is  a  monstrous  likely  gal  to  he  sure,  but  how 
you  gwine  ter  git  her  ?     Wat  you  gwine  ter  do  fer  ter  git  her  ? 

Fox.  We  gwine  to  sing  to  de  king,  Brer  B'ar,  and  whicliever 
of  us  sings  de  sweetest  an'  plays  de  best,  King  Deer  will  choose 
to  marry  de  gal. 

Bear.     Do  yo  know  a  song,  Brer  Fox  ? 

Fox.  Yes,  Brer  B'ar,  but  Brer  Rabbit  he  gwine  ter  sing  de 
call — I  only  gwine  ter  sing  de  answer. 

Bear.     What  is  de  song  called  ? 

Rabbit.     De  song  is  called  "  King  Deer's  goat." 

Bear.  Dat's  a  mighty  curous  name.  What  for  you  choose 
dat  name.  Brer  Rabbit? 

Rabbit.     Can't  I  choose  de  name  of  my  own  song,  Brer  B'ar  ? 
Bear.     I'm  sho'  I  meant  no  offence.   Brer  Rabbit.     Now  you 
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come  on  an"  practise  a  bit  on  dat  song — you  sing  de  call,  Brer 
Rabbit,  like  de  captain  of  de  compile  !  air  you  ready  ? 

Rabbit.     (Sings.) 

Some  folks  pile  up  niore'n  dey  can  tote, 

And  dat's  what's  de  matter  wid  King  Deer's  goat. 

Fox.     (Singing.) 

Dat's  so,  dat's  so,  an'  I'm  glad  dat  it's  so. 

Rabbit.     Some  kill  sheep  an'  some  kill  shote, 

But  Brer  Fox  he  kill  King  Deer's  goat. 

Fox.  Dat's  so,  dat's  so,  an'  I'm  glad 'dat  it's  so. 

Bear.     Did  you  kill  King  Deer's'goat,  Brer  Fox  ? 

Fox.  No,  of  course  I  nebber  did — you're  outrageous  ignorant. 
Brer  B'ar — dat's  jest  de  words  o'  de  song.  De  words  o'  a  song 
nebber  mean  anyting  at  all. 

Bear.  Well,  I  'low  I  wouldn't  like  ter  sing  dat  song  if  I  hadn't 
kilt  a  goat. 

Rabbit.  An'  wouldn't  you  like  ter  sing  "  My  honey,  my  love," 
"  Who's  dat  a  callin'  ?  "  without  you  waz  'mediately  gwine 
courtin',  Brer  B'ar  ? 

Bear.     Now  dat's  a  differen'  matter. 

R.\»bit.  Not  at  all,  Brer  B'ar — a  song's  a  song,  whether  it's 
about  a  gal  or  a  goat.  Now  isn't  it  ?  Of  course,  if  you  an'  Brei- 
Fox  are  gwine — 

Fox.  But  we  are  not  gwine  to  do  anything.  Come  on — last 
verse,  Brer  Rabbit. 

Rabbit   (Si7ujs.)    Fox  up  an'  he  'lows  it  was  nebber  his  fote, 
But  he  mighty  pleased  wid  King  Deer's  goat. 

Fox.  Dat's  so,  dat's  so,  an'  I'm  glad  dat  it's  so. 

Bear.  Well,  dat's  a  mighty  curous  song;  I  fail  to  understan' 
it  myself. 

Rabbit.  Don't  you  study  on  it  too  much,  Brer  B'ar — King 
Deer  will  understan'  it,  an'  dat  I  promise  you. 

(Trumpets.  King  Deer  enters  loith  his  Daughter  ;  his 
train  is  held  up  by  two  little  Rabbits,  he  icears  a 
crown  on  his  head  ;  Mr.  Frog  follows,  holding  a  wand 
with  tassels.  Two  Mosquitoes,  then  King  Deer's 
Daughter,  a  little  girl  with  a  croicn  on ;  she  is 
leading  a  Goat,  tied  loith  ribbons  on  each  hand ;  all 
the  Mosquitoes  folloic,  holdimj  thrir  spears.  The 
Animals  boiv  and  stand  round.) 

K.  Deer.     Howdy,  gentermans  ';* 
All.     Howdy,  King  Deer  ? 
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K.  Deer.  Now,  gentermans,  I  tink  we  met  dis  day  to  decide 
somefin'  ? 

Animals.     Hear,  hear  ! 

K.  Deer.  An'  it's  time  dat  somefin'  was  decided,  fur  ter  tell 
}'er  de  truit  I  gittin'  a  bit  weary  of  you  two  creatures,  Brer  Fox 
an'  you  Brer  Rabbit  {He  bows),  sparking  round  arter  my  gal  an' 
keepin'  de  front  gate  a  skreaken  till  I  nigh  mad.  Is  dis  so.  Brer 
Fox  ? 

Fox.     It  is  surely — I  do  suttenly  hanker  arter  de  Princess. 

K.  Deer.     Is  dis  so,  Brer  Rabbit  ? 

Rabbit.     Dat  is  de  truit. 

K.  Deer.  Well,  I'm  very  ondecided — I  tort  at  first  I  would 
gib  de  gal  herself  de  choice,  but  I  soon  saw  dat  wouldn't  do. 
She  wouldn't  consider,  she  wouldn't.  She  would  be  jes'  dead  set 
on  one  on  'em  or  on  de  udd^r.  Dat's  de  way  wid  gals.  When  is 
a  choice  not  a  choice  ? 

All.     When  it's  a  gal's  choice ! 

Daughter.  I  want  to  marry  Brer  Rabbit,  Daddy.  He's  so 
kind  to  my  goats,  and  always  gives  dem  lettuces.  (She  kisses  her 
hand  to  Brbr  Rabbit,  jcHo  kisses  his  to  her.) 

K.  Deer.  She!  sho!  Now,  dat's  what  de  chile  say,  but  I 
sorter  lean  towards  Brer  Fox.  He  is  a  settle  man  is  Bi'er  Fox, 
an'  much  more  likely  to  keep  de  pot  a'  bilin' — still.  Brer  Rabbit 
is  a  monstrous  quick  creature,  an'  de  gal  likes  him. 

Daughter.  Oh,  I  do,  Daddy  ;  I  jes'  love  Brer  Rabbit.  (Thet/ 
kiss  hands  again.) 

K.  Deer.  Now  den,  de  lilly  gal  will  do  a  dance,  an'  den  Brer 
Fox  an'  Brer  Rabbit  will  sing,  an'  arter  dat  dere's  a  big  cliicken 
pie  to  conclude  de  evening's  entertainment. 

(Music  2)lai/s — King  Deer's  Daughter  dances  ;  dtiring 
the  dance  Rabbit  beckons  to  Fox,  tohispers  to  him, 
and  he  leads  aicay  the  Goats.  When  the  dance  is 
over.  King  Deer's  Daughter  looks  round.) 

Daughter.     Where  are  my  ducky  darling  goats  ? 
K.  Deer.     Did  yo'  bring  dem  wid  yer  ? 

Daughter.  I  never  go  anywhere  without  my  goats.  How 
silly  you  are,  Daddy  !  Oh,  Brer  Rabbit,  have  you  seen  my  goats 
— Brer  Bear,  have  you "?  Oh  darling  mosquitoes,  you  go  every- 
where stingin'  people,  have  you  seen  my  goats  ? 

(Everybody  says  "  No  "  to  her  questioyis  ;  at  last  a  little 
Rabbit  says  "  Brer  Fox  took  them  aivay.") 

.    Everybody.     Oh  yes,  Brer  Fox  took  dem  away. 
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K.  Deer.     Brer  Eabbit,  will  you  go  an'  find  Brer  Fox? 
(Rabbit  botes  ami  goes  out.) 

DaughteIe.     My  darling  goats  !     Where  are  my  darling  goats  ? 

K.  Deer.  See  here  now,  honey,  don't  you  cry — de  goats  can't 
be  far  off,  and  dat's  certain  sho'.  Jest  yo  run  along  an'  do  a  little 
dance  to  cheer  yerself  up  wid.  (King  Deer's  Daughter  dances 
with  Mr.  Frog.)     Ah,  here  is  Brer  Rabbit  coming  back. 

Rabbit.  (Comes  back  with  two  goats,  which  he  throws  down.) 
Brer  Fox  has  took  an'  killed  de  little  gal's  goats — he  say  it  do 
well  for  de  wedding  feast. 

Daughter.  Killed  my  goats!  Oh,  how  dreadful!  How  I 
hate  Brer  Fox ! 

K.  Deer.  Wot  you  mean  by  all  dis,  Brer  Rabbit  ?  Dis  is  a 
mighty  serious  affair,  dis  is. 

Rabbit.  I  'low  dat  it  is.  King  Deer ;  it's  mighty  serious,  but 
dat  dere  Brer  Fox,  he  say  dat  de  weddin'  all  fixed  up  now,  an' 
on  my  Sam,  he  makin'  mighty  free  wid  de  fambly— chunkin  de 
chickens,  an'  now  kilhng  an'  skinning  dem  goats. 

K.  Deer.  Brer  Rabbit,  you  a  monstrous  quick  man,  but  all 
de  same  I  don't  put  no  'pendence  in  no  sech  tale  like  dat.  Brer 
Fox  he  want  to  marry  my  daughter.  Why,  I  ax  you,  should  he 
do  a  ting  like  dat  ?  Why  should  Brer  Fox  kill  King  Deer's  goat  ? 
I  ask  you  dat ! 

All.  "  Yes,  indeed,  why  should  Brer  Fox  kiU  King  Deer's  goat  ? 

Rabbit.  It  'ud  take  a  wiser  man  dan  me  to  answer  dat  riddle. 
But  facs  is  facs,  and  he  has  killed  'em — and  dis  here  is  de  skins ! 

K.  Deer.  If  dis  is  so,  well  den  I  gwine  ter  settle  matters 
wid  Brer  Fox,  even  if  it  take  me  a  month  to  do  it,  but  I  can't 
somehow  believe  dat  it  is  de  truit. 

Rabbit.  Well,  well,  I  a  good  friend  ter  Brer  Fox,  and  I  ain't 
got  no  room  ter  talk  about  him,  but  when  I  see  him  'stroyin' 
King  Deer's  goats,  en  chunkin'  at  his  chickens,  an'  rattlen  on  de 
palins  fer  ter  make  de  dogs  bark,  I  'bhged  to  come  an'  lay  de 
case  fo'  de  fambly — an',  more  dan  dat,  King  Deer,  I'm  de  man 
what  can  make  Brer  Fox  come  in  straight  an'  tell  you  wid  his 
own  mouth  dat  he's  kill  dem  goat — an'  ef  you  was  to  wait  here 
until  to-morrow  night  I  wouldn't  ax  you  to  take  my  word  for  it. 

K.  Deer.  Well,  well !  If  yo'  man  enough  to  do  dat,  Brer 
Rabbit,  it's  anudder  matter.  Ef  yo'  man  enough  to  make 
Brer  Fox  come  in  straight  away  an'  tell  me  wid  his  own  mouth 
dat  he  killed  my  goats,  why  den  yo'  can  take  de  gal  an'  thanky 
kindly  for  it. 

(King  Deer's  Daughter  claps  her  hands  a7id  blows 
kisses  to  Brer  Rabbit.  Murmurs  along  the  Court : 
"  Here  comes  Fox — Here's  old  Fox — Hullo,  here 
comes  Fox.") 
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Babbit.     Brer  Fox,  is  dat  you  ? 

Fox.     I  tink  it  is,  Brer  Rabbit. 

Rabbit.     Air  you  ready  to  sing  yo'  song  to  King  Deer,  Brer  Fox  ? 

Fox.     I  am  dat,  Brer  Rabbit. 

Rabbit.  Now  den,  Brer  Fox,  I'll  up  an'  tell  de  call,  and  you 
be  ready  wid  de  answer.  Now,  break  loose  wid  de  music. 
(Sinys.) 

Some  folk  pile  up  more'n  dey  can  tote, 

An'  dat's  what's  de  matter  wid  King  Deer's  goat. 

Fox.     (Siuying.) 

Dat's  so,  dat's  so,  an'  I'm  glad  dat  it's  so. 

{Murmurs  of  indiyiiation.) 

Rabbit.     Some  kill  sheep  an'  some  kill  shote. 

But  Brer  Fox  he  kill  King  Deer's  goat. 

Fox.  Dat's  so,  dat's  so,  an'  I'm  glad  dat  it's  so. 

{Loud  7mirmurs.) 
Rabbit.     {Sings.) 

Brer  Fox  he  declare  it  was  nebber  his  fote, 
But  he  mighty  pleased  wid  King  Deer's  goat. 

Fox.  Dat's  so,  dat's  so,  an'  I'm  glad  dat  it's  so. 

(King   Deer  lifts  his  sceptre  atid  gives  Fox  a  wJiack, 
Everybody  shouts.) 

Fox.     What  I  done.  King  Deer? — hit  your  own  son-in-law ! 

(Shouts.) 

K  Deer.  {Lifting  up  his  train  and  running  after  Fox.) 
Oh,  you  needn't  put  up  yo'  hands  an'  try  to  beg  off.  {He  hits  him 
icith  the  sceptre.)  If  you  dare  to  run  I'll  about  cripple  you,  an' 
dat  I  will,  you  owdashus  villain  you !  Git  out,  or  I'll  do  fer  you 
— dat  I  will. 

{He  chases  Fox  out,  and   tremendous   thiids  are   heard 
outside;  the  Court  all pr^ss  fonvard.) 

T.\RRYPiN.     He's  ruined  ! 
Bear.     He's  teetolly  ruined  ! 
Daughter.     He  killed  my  darling  little  goat. 
«— ^  Rabbits.     Why  don't  the  skeeters  sting  him  ? 
Mosquitoes.     Zoon !     Zoon !     Zoon ! 

(King  Deer  returns,  mopping  his  hroio.) 
Daughter.     How  you  left  Brer  Fox,  Daddy  '? 
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King  Deer.     He's  saying  liis  prayers  over  like  a  train  o'  cars 
runnin',  my  dear.     Now  den,  whar's  dat  pie  ? 

(Tiuo  little  Babbits  lay  tabic  and  pji,t  enormous  pie  in  the 
middle ;  theif  then  run  out.  Kino  Deer  aiid 
Daughter  ait  in  centre  n-ith  Tarrypin,  Bear  l.  and 
Rabbit  r.  Tlie  Skeeters  begin  to  zoon  and  iwtnt 
their  spears.) 
K.  Deer.  I  tink  I  told  you  once  afore,  Brer  Rabbit,  dat  my 
gal  must  mai-iy  de  best  of  all  de  bunch  o'  you  creatures. 

Rabbit.     You  have  dat.  King  Deer. 

K.  Deer.     Wal,  den,  I'd  be  much  'bliged  ter  yo  not  to  look  at 
dem  skeeters  as  though  you  was  afeered. 

Rabbit.     {Sprifiging  to  his  feet.)     Teered  I     I!     Set  de  dogs  on 
my  cats  ef  I  aleered. 

K.  Deer.     No  offence — ef  you  not  terrified  you  set  down.     No 
man  what  can't  put  up  wid  skeeteis  ain't  gwine  to  come  courtin' 

dis  gal.  

SONG. 

King  Deer's  daughter — she  candy  sweet, 

But  watch  dem  skeeters  wid  stingers  on  der  feet. 

or  Fox  walloped — sent  away  an'  beat, 

But  watch  dem  skeeters  wid  stingers  on  der  feet. 

Rabbit  mighty  sudden,  Rabbit  mighty  fleet, 
But  watch  dem  skeeters  wid  stingers  on  der  feet. 

Wid  stingers  on  der  feet. 

Wid  stingers  on  der  feet. 

Daughter.     Have  a  bit  o'  chicken  pie,  Brer  Rabbit  ? 
Rabbit.     Tank  you,  missie.     Just  as  he  p^its  up  Jus  hand  to 
take  it  a  Skeeter  com^s  and  steals  it.     He  withdraics  with  a  cry. 

{The  Skeeters  j^ress  close — Music — they  come  nearer,  then 
retreat — Brer  Rabbit  fights  them  n-ith  his  fists  —in 
the  end  they  are  defeated.) 
Chorus — ivhile  Rabbit  lies  exhausted. 

Rabbit  mighty  sudden — -Rabbit  mighty  fleet, 
But  watch  dem  skeeters  wid  stingers  on  der  feet. 


Daughter.     Oh  darling  Rabbit,  are  you  dead  ? 

Rabbit.     Pretty  nearly,  missie. 

Daughter.     I  shall  never  marry  anybody  but  )ou. 

Rabbit.     Oh,  den  in  dat  case,  I'm  better  dan    I  ebber   was— 
Tarr>-pin  jest  yo'  strike  up  ;  I'd  like  a  dance  to  express  my  feelin's. 

DANCE. 

CURTAIN. 
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SCENE  I\.—Brer  Rabbit's  House. 

Mary.     What  are  we  going  to  see  now  ? 

Remus.     We  gittin'  near  de  moral  o'  dis  tale. 

John.     Oh,  is  there  a  moral? 

Remus.  De  moral  is,  "  Don't  yo  try  to  play  smarty  or  yo  git 
cotch  yo'self."  Des  lookatdem  ereetm-s,  deys  always  laying  traps 
fer  Brer  Rabbit — an'  den  what  happen — dey  git  cotch  dereself. 

Mary.     Shall  we  see  Fox  caught '? 

Remus.  Yo  will  dat.  But  yo'  will  see  de  little  rabbits  fust — 
an'  ders  a  moral  ter  dat  as  well. 

John.     Yovi  can't  have  two  morals  in  one  tale. 

Remus.  Den  I  reckon  dat  I'm  de  King  of  Philanders,  fer  I  got 
mo'n  two  af  yer  look,  fer  dis  yer  tale  is  chock  full  of  morals. 

Mary.     What's  tlie  other  moral '? 

Remus.  Wal,  de  one  I'm  speakin'  of  is  only  a  little  moral 
what  consarns  itself  with  dis  bit  o'  der  tale.  It's  just  dis,  "  Fine 
'em  where  your  will,  en  when  you  may,  good  chilluns  allers  gits 
tuck  care  on." 

Mary.     Who  are  the  good  children  in  this  story  ? 

Remus.  De  little  rabbits  is  de  good  chillun.  Dey  mind  der 
Daddy  an'  der  Mammy  from  day's  end  ter  day's  end.  When  Ole 
Man  Rabbit  say  "  Scoot ''  dey  scoot.  When  ole  Miss  Rabbit  say 
"  Scat  "  dey  scat — dey  do  dat,  and  dey  keep  dere  does  clean  and 
dey  don't  have  no  smut  on  der  nose  either— (John  and  Mary  rub 
their  noses.)  Dey  very  good  chiUun,  en  ef  dey  hadn't  er  bin,  after 
dis  bit  o'  de  story  dere  wouldn't  be  no  little  rabbits  left — na'er  a 
one. 

CURTAIN  RISES. 

(Rabbit's  House. — Tarrypin  sitting  on  a  log. — Fox 
standing  by  door  of  the  house  Enter  Miss  Meadows 
ivith  a  big  basket.) 

Miss  M.     Howdy,  Brer  Fox  ?     How  you  come  on '? 

Fox.  Oh,  I'm  slack  in  dickler,  Miss,  same  as  I  allers  is,  an' 
thank  ye. 

Miss  M.     Do  yer  think  Brer  Rabbit  is  at  home '? 

Fox.     No,  I'm  der  a  waiting  fer  him. 

Miss  M.  Then  it  is  no  use  my  callin'.  I  am  going  to  the 
village  to  buy  good  things  fer  the  Frolic  to-night.  You  are  sure 
to  be  there,  aren't  yer,  Brer  Fox? 
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Fox.     Wal',  I  guess  I'm  likely  to  be  there,  Miss  Meadows. 

Miss  M.     But  you  mustn't  come  without  Bier  Rabbit,  Brer  Fox. 

Fox.     But  if  he  won't  come? 

Miss  M.  Then  I  can't  have  you  either,  Brer  Fox.  1  can't 
have  one  without  the  other.  If  Brer  Rabbit  stays  at  home  you'll 
have  to  stay  at  home  also,  Brer  Fox.  I  shouldn't  like  it  to  be 
thought  that  I  favoured  one  of  you  more  than  the  other. 

Fox.  I'll  come,  Miss  Meadows,  and  Brer  Rabbit  he'll  come  if 
1  have  to  carry  him.     You  des  watch  my  motions. 

Miss  M.     Howdy,  gentlemen.     {S]ie  goes  out  r.) 

(Tarrypin  plays  on  the  quills  a  Uttle  tune.) 

Fox.     "Wat  dat  tune  called  ? 

Tarrypin.     (Sings.)     I  foolee,  I  foolee,  I  foolee  poor  Buzzard, 
Poor  Buzzard  I  foolee,  I  foolee,  I  foolee. 

Fox.     Dat's  a  lonesome  tune. 

Tarrypin.     Dat's  so. 

Fox.  I  could  give  a  money  purse  if  you  would  sell  me  dose 
quills.  Brer  Tarrypin. 

Tarrypin.     I  couldn't  tink  of  such  a  ting,  Brer  Fox. 

Fox.  Will  you  loan  'em  ter  me  once  a  week,  Brer  Tarrypin,  so 
dat  I  kin  play  for  the  chillun '? 

Tarrypin.     {Shakes  his  head.)     No,  Brer  Fox — 

Fox.  Brer  Tarrypin,  I  ain't  got  no  peace  er  mine  on  account 
er  dem  quills. 

Tarrypin.     I'se  soiry  for  yer.  Brer  Fox. 

Fox.  Tarrypin,  will  yo  jes  lemme  hold  dem  quills  in  my  hand 
fer  an  instan'  jes  to  see  how  dey  is  made  ? 

Tarrypin.     I  hate  to  'ny  small  favours,  Brer  Fox. 

Fox.     Jest  once,  Brer  Tarrypin. 

Tarrypin.  Well,  jes  once  while  I  count  ten.  {He  gives  the 
quills  to  Fox.)     One,  two,  tree — 

(Fox  takes  the  quills  and  jumps  roimd  playing.) 

Now  give  me  dem  quills. 

Fox.  (Sings.)  I  foolee,  I  foolee,  I  foolee  po  Buzzard,  I  foolee 
ole  Tarrypin  too.  No,  Brer  Tarrj^in,  you  don't  git  yer  quills. 
Wat  you  got  to  saj-^  Brer  Tairypin  ? 

Tarrypin.  I'm  not  a  limber  man.  Brer  Fox,  an'  I  don't  kick 
up  tlie  divilment  what  yo  done — I  bide  my  time. 

Fox.     (Sings  again.)     I  foolee,  I  foolee,  poor  Buzzard, 
I  foolee,  Brer  Tarrypin,  too. 
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^   Tarkypin.     Ill  be  even  wid  yer  yet,  Brer  Fox. 

(Rabbit  puts  his  head  over  the  door.) 

Rab.     Hello ! 

Fox.     Well,  you  are  at  home. 

Rab.  Course  we're  at  home.  Howdy,  Brer  Tarrypin — Howdy, 
Brer  Fox — an'  does  your  coi'porosity  seem  ter  segashuate  ? 

Fox.  I'm  mighty  poo'ly,  Rab,  ter-day  ;  all  de  same,  I'm  gwine 
ter  walk  inter  your  house. 

(Fox  sits  doivn ;  all  the  little  Rabbits  huddle  together  l.  of 
Jioiise  and  look  very  vmch  frightened.) 

Novv,  Rab,  wat  yer  do  every  day  ? 

Rab.     I  sweep  de  house  and  dust  de  furniture. 

Fox.     What  you  do,  Tobe  ? 

ToBE.     I  cook  de  greens  fur  dinner. 

Fox.     What  you  do,  Molly  Cottontail? 

M.  Cottontail.     I  mend  up  ole  man  Rabbit's  coat. 

Fox.  {Takinq  off  his  coat.)  Der's  a  hole  in  my  coat.  You 
jest  mend  it,  Molly  Cottontail,  or  I'll  eat  yer.  I'm  gwine  to  eat 
you  anyways,  liut  yer  kin  mend  my  cdat  fust.  (Gives  his  coat  to 
the  little  Rabbit.) 

Rak.     Did  yo  say  yo  was  gwine  to  eat  us.  Brer  Fox? 

Fox.     I  am  dat. 

Rabbits.     (Shivering.)     Oli !  Oh  ! 

Fox.  First  I'm  gwine  to  give  yer  a  larrapin  jest  for  enjoyment, 
den  I'm  gwine  ter  skin  yer  and  nail  up  yer  skins  on  dis  yer  door. 

Rabbits.     Oh!  Oh! 

Fox.     Den  I'm  gwine  to  wash  you  an'  put  yo  in  de  pot. 

Rabbits.     Oh!  Oh!  Oh! 

Fox.  I  don't  say  dat  ef  yo  do  all  I  tell  yo  dat  I  mightn't  let 
some  of  you  off — but  don't  put  too  much  'pendence  on  dat.  Now 
den — speak  up  an'  spon'  when  I  sing  to  you. 


SONG.— O,  LITTLE  RABBIT. 

Fox.  O,  little  Rabbit,  yo'  eye  mighty  big. 

Rab.  Yes,  my  lord  !  dey  made  fer  ter  see. 

Fox.  O,  little  Rabbits,  yo  tail  mighty  short. 

Rab.  Yes,  my  lord !  but  it  des  fits  me. 

Fox.  Oh,  little  Rabbits,  yo  fur  mighty  bad. 

Rab.  Yes,  my  lord  !  but  it  keep  out  de  cold. 
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Fox.  Oh,  little  Rabbits,  yo  voice  mighty  weak. 

Rab.  Yes,  my  lord  !  but  it  grow  strong  when  I  old. 

Fox.  O,  little  Rabbit,  yo  eai-  mighty  long. 

Rab.  Yes,  my  lord !  dey  made  fer  ter  las ! 

Fox.  O,  little  Rabbits,  yo  toof  mighty  sharp. 

Rab.  Yes,  my  lord !  but  dey  only  cuts  grass. 

Fox.     Now  den,  you  young  Rabs,  you  sail  roun'  an'  fetch  me 
out  a  bit  er  sugarcane  quick. 

{Babbits  bring  out  large  sugarcaiie.  Fox  looks  at  it 
contemptuously.) 

Wat  good  dat  sweetnin'  tree  to  me — break  off  a  bit. 

{The  Babbits  try,  and  can't.) 

Now  den  you  just  rastle  wid  it.     Well,  well,  to  tink  you   can't 
broke  dat.     I  shall  hah  to  eat  you,  after  all. 

(Fox  lights  his  pipe  and  reads  his  neicspaper.) 

Hurry  up,  Rabs,  I'm  waitin'  on  you ! 

Tabrypin.     {Singing.) 

Take  yo'  toofies  an'  gnaw  it, 
Take  yo'  toofies  an'  saw  it. 

Saw  it  an'  yoke  it, 

An'  den  you  kin  broke  it. 

{The  little  Babbits  p^it  their  heads  together  and  bite  the 

sugar,  then  they  bring  the  sugarcane  to  Fox.) 

Fox.     Dat's  all  right,  put  it  down  der.     {He  gets  up  and  gets  a 

sifter   hanging  on  the  jvall.)     Come  yere,  Rabs.     Take  dish  yer 

sifter  to  dat  little  pon'  an'  fill  it  up  wid  fresh  water,  or  else  I'll 

eat  you. 

{The  little  Babbits  cry  aloud.  Fox  sits  on  a  chair  and 
reads  the  papei\) 

Rabbits.     Oh,  Brer  Tarrypin,  what  can  we  do? 

Tarrypin.     {Sings.) 

Sifter  hold  water  same  as  a  tray, 
Ef  you  fill  it  wid  moss  an'  dab  it  wid  clay, 
De  Fox  he  get  madder  de  longer  yo  stay. 
Fill  it  wid  moss  an'  dab  it  wid  clay. 

{The  Babbits  take  the  sifter  to  the  pond.  Fox  rises  and 
creeps  stealthily  after  them.  As  hi-  goes  Tarrypin 
catches  his  hind  leg  in  a  trap.) 

Fox.     {Shouting.)     Oh,  Brer  Tarrypin,  lemme  go !     However  yo 
got  such  an  awful  thing  ? 
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Tarrypin.  Dis  trap  belong  ter  Mr.  Man,  Brer  Fox  ;  an'  I'd 
nebher  er  used  it  on  you  ef  you'd  a  let  dem  innercent  chillun  alone, 
and  dat's  what ! 

(The  little  Rahhita  come  dancing  roimd,  singing.) 

Rabbits.  Oh,  Brer  Fox  is  caught.  Brer  Fox  will  yer  catch  us 
and  skin  us  now  ?     Howdy,  Brer  Fox  ? 

{They  run  into  the  house  and  shut  the  door.) 

Fox.     Brer  Tarrypin,  please  lemme  go. 

Tarrypin.     You  promise  me  not  to  kill  dem  innercent  cliillun  ? 

Fox.  I  promise  faithful,  Brer  Tarrypin.  Now  lemme  go. 
Aw !     Aw ! 

Tarrypin.     Not  till  you  gimme  back  my  quills. 

Fox.     Lemme  go  and  fetch  'em. 

Tarrypin.     Gimme  my  quills. 

Fox.     I  dunno  whar  dey  are. 

Tarrypin.     Gimme  my  quills. 

Fox.  Dey  in  de  pocket  er  my  ole  coat.  Oh,  Brer  Tarrypin, 
lemme  go  and  fetch  'em. 

Tarrypin.     Gimme  my  quills. 

Fox.  Bless  grashus  ef  dem  Rabs  haven't  shut  de  door.  Rab ! 
— Tobe. 

Rabbit.     (Looking  over  the  door.)    What  you  want,  Daddy  Fox? 

Fox.     Fetch  Brer  TaiTypin  quills  out  o'  my  coat  pocket. 

Rabbit.  Wot  yo  say.  Daddy  Fox  ?  Fetch  de  big  bit  'er  sugar 
stick  wot  we  gnawed  for  you  ? 

Fox.     No,  you  crazy  head  !     Fetch  Brer  Tarrypin's  quills. 

Rabbit.  What  you  say,  Daddy  Fox  ?  Fetch  de  big  sieve  wat 
holds  water  in  it  ? 

Fox.     No,  no  ;  yo  wait  till  I  git  out. 

Tarrypin.     Bring  out  de  quills,  Rab.     He  safe  man  now. 

(Rabbit  brings  out  the  quills  and  hands  them  to  Tarrypin, 
tvho  lets  go  of  Fox.  Fox  rubs  Jus  foot  and  limps 
round  the  stage.     Bear  comes  in.) 

Bear.     Wat  de  matter  wid  you.  Brer  Fox — you  seem  poo'ly  ? 

Tarrypin.  Ain't  you  'shamed  ter  look  like  dat,  Brer  Fox.  Here 
come  de  folks  <jwine  to  de  Frolic.  Der's  Miss  Goose  an'  King 
Deer  an'  de  Princess.  (Miss  Goose,  King  Deer,  the  Princess, 
Mr.  Man  and  Miss  Janey  pass.)  De  sight  o'  Mr.  Man  give  yo  a 
spell  o'  de  dry  grins,  I  tink,  Brer  Fox. 
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Rab.     Dere  go  de  gals  I     (The  Girls  pass.) 

Tarrypin.  Cui'ous  creeturs,  gals.  An'  Sindy  Ann  an" 
Mr.  Kildee.     (Sindy  Ann  ami  Mr.  Kildee  jjass.) 

Fox.     He's  one  o'  deze  kinder  men  wot  got  de  wimzies. 

Chrrrus  heard  in  the  far  distatice.  "It's  {jHtin'  micihty 
late  rv'en  de  guinny  hen  squall,"  etc.  It  begins  to  get 
dark,  and  the  Babbits  put  a  light  in  Bber  Eabbit's 
house,  and  set  the  table  aiid  light  tJie  fire.  When 
eoerj/bodj/  has  passed  Fox  sits  dcncn  sadly.) 

Tarkyi'in.     Ain't  yo  gwine  ter  de  Frolic,  Brer  Fox? 

Fox.  I  can't  go  without  Brer  Babbit,  Brer  Tarrypin — el  Brer 
Rabbit  stay  away — Brer  Fox  stay  away  too — dat's  wot  Miss 
Meadows  say.     Baint  yo  gwiue.  Brer  Tanypin  ? 

Tarryi'in.     I  gwine  when  you  gwine,  Brer  Fox. 

{Wails  heard  r.) 
Rabhit.     {Outside.)     Aw-Aw-  I'm  mighty  poo'h ,  Miss  Goose. 
(Rabbit  comes  in,  leaning  on  Miss  Goose:  Children  rush 
out  of  house.) 
Rabbits.     Wat  de  matter  wid  our  Daddy  ? 

Rabbit.  I'm  mighty  ill,  Rab.  I  ain't  long  fo'  dish  yar  woitII. 
I'se  had  two  doctors,  and  dey  'clare  I  ain't — 

Rabbits.  Two  doctors  let  loose  upon  you.  Daddy !  Den  }  ou  be 
a  goner  certain  sure.     {Little  Babbits  all  sit  doxvn  and  cry  loudly.) 

Goose.  Don't  you  make  sich  a  hullabaloo.  Get  him  to  bed, 
Us  dat  bait  er  parslej'-  wat  he  ate  dis  marnin'.  Now  den,  lift  him 
up  on  to  de  bed — 

{They  carry  Brer  Rabbit  to  bed.) 

Now  den,  Rab  and  Tolje,  wat  you  got  in  de  med'cine  chest  ?    Hah 
you  got  de  Pollygolic  Vial  ? 

Rab.  Yes,  Miss  Goose.  {Bring  out  immense  bottle  with, 
label  on  it  "PollygoUic  Vial.'') 

Goose.     Now  den,  hab  yo'  got  de  calomy. 

ToBE.  Yes,  Miss  (lOOse.  {Brimjs  out  large  pot  labelled 
"  Caloviy.") 

Goose.     An'  der  fly  plarsters  an'  de  jollup? 

M.  Cottontail.  Yes,  Miss  Goose.  (Brings  out  hug  box  labelled 
"  Fly  Plarsters  "  and  loith  "  Jollup^) 

Goose.  Well  den,  dat's  all  right.  Ef  yo  give  him  all  yo  got 
he'll  be  l>etter  de  marnin' — I  gwine  ter  de  Frolic- — {Howdy,  etc.) 

Fox.     Is  yo  gwinter  Miss  Meadows'  Frolic,  Brer  Rabbit? 

Rabbit.     I  too  sick,  Brer  Fox. 
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Fox.  Miss  Meadows  sex  dat  'live  or  dead  f  mus'  bring  ver 
to  de  Frolic,  Brer  Rab. 

Rabbit.     I  too  sick,  Brer  Fox. 

(Singing,  second  verso  is  heard  again.) 

Fox.  I  jist  mad  wen  I  bear  dat.  I  was  gwine  ter  up  :in'  ax 
Miss  Motts  ter  have  dis  evening,  Brer  Rabbit. 

Rabbit.     Was  yo,  Brer  Fox '.' 

Fox.  I  was  dat.  But  I  don't  go  widout  you,  Brer  Rabbit.  All 
de  gals  dey  'dare  dat  a  frolic  wouldn't  be  no  frolic  widout  you, 
Brer  Rabbit.     You're  sicli  a  popular  man. 

Rabbit.  You  a'most  make  me  change  n\\  mind,  Brer  Fox,  Imt 
how  kin  I  walk  ? 

Fox.     I  tote  jou,  Brer  Rabbit — I  tote  you  safe  up  to  de  Frolic. 

Rabbit.     How  you  tote  me,  Brer  Fox  ? 

Fox.     I  tote  you  in  my  arms. 

Rabbit.  No,  no,  you  drap  me,  Brer  Fox.  (Singing  again 
lieard.)  Maybe  ef  yo  tote  me  on  yo  back  I  kin  ride  ter  Miss 
Meadows.  Den  yo  kin  settle  up  tings  wid  Miss  Motts  an'  we  go 
home  agin. 

Fox.     Ver  good,  Brer  Rabbit.     I  tote  yo  on  my  back. 

(Rabbit  sits  on  Fox's  back  ami  falls  over.) 

Rabbit.  I  can't  sit  on  yo  back  widout  a  saddle,  Brer  Fox  ; 
and  I  can't  sit  on  a  saddle  widout  a  bridle  to  hold  on  by. 

Fox.  No — I  do  a  lot  ter  go  to  der  Frolic,  but  I  won't  liave  a 
saddle  put  on  my  back,  Brer  Rabbit. 

Rabbit.  Den  I  go  back  to  bed,  and  yo  kin  go  to  de  Frolic  by 
yo  lone. 

Fox.     But  dat's  jes'  what  J  can't  do. 

Rabbit.     Den  yo  go  and  git  yo  saddle  and  bridle,  Brer  Fox. 

Fox.     I'll  shake  yo  off  my  back  'fore  we  sees  de  company 
Brer  Rabbit. 

Rabbit.  Yo  quite  welcome  ter  do  dat.  Brer  Fox.  Yo  shake 
me  off  yo  back  at  de  edge  o'  de  wood,  an'  I  walk  de  balance  o' 

de  way. 

Fox.     Dat's  a  bargain  den. 

(He  goes  otit.  A  third  verse  is  Jieard  of  tJie  song,  while 
little  Babbits  take  off  B>abbit's  nightshirt  and  lielp 
him  into  a  jockey  coat  and  cap  and  spurs.  Fox 
comes  back  saddled  and  bridled.  Rabbit  mounts  him.) 


^' 


■).-^./. 
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Fox.  Heres  a  position  for  a  gentermau.  Ef  I  wasn't  dead  set 
on  dis  Frolic,  no  power  on  airth  ud  make  me  do  dis,  Brer  Eabbit ! 

Rabbit.  Wal,  please  yerself,  Brer  Fox — an'  yo  kin  shake  me 
off  when  yer  wants  ter,  Brer  Fox.     {He  digs  his  sjnus  into  Fox.) 

Fox.  {Jiimpimj  into  the  air.)  What  yo  got  on  yo  feet. 
Brer  Rabl)it  ? 

R.\BB1T.  I  got  spm-rers  on  my  feet,  Brer  Fox,  an'  if  yo  don't 
git  ter  de  Frolic  in  double  quick  time  you'll  know  it.  {Sticks  in 
spar  ivjain.)  (Music.) 

Fox.     {Jiimpimj  and  prancing.)     Aw — aw! 

Rabbit.     Look,  chillun  !     He's  as  peart  as  a  circus  pony  I 

{He  rides  Fox  round  the  stage  and  off ;  the  little  Rabbits 
folloic  riding  on  hobby  horses.)  {Music.) 

CURTAIN. 


SCENE  Y.—Brer  Babbit's  Wood. 


Mary.     I  wonder  what  is  happening  at  the  party  ! 

John.  Brer  Eabbit  is  on  his  way  there  now.  1  wonder  if  Fox 
is  jumping  about  nmch  I 

Remus.  Oh,  lie  a  gaily  ridin'  boss  to  Brer  Fox  I  But  yo  listen. 
1  tink  de  creeturs  be  bavin'  a  frolic  of  der  own  dis  night  as  well 
as  Miss  Meadows.     All  de  Frogs  au  de  tire  flys  be  out. 

{Frog  Chorus  lieard.) 

CURTAIN  RISES. 


{The  Forest.  Evening.  Purple  sky  and  faint  starlight. 
Frog  song  and  eccentric  Frog  dance,  to  which  Tarbypin 
plays  accompaniment  on  quills.) 


Chorus. 


FROG  SONG.    ,^^>^ 

Kerblink,  kerblunk,  kerblink,  kerblunk. 

I  doomer — kerkum — merker, 

De  ole  Fox  got  my  br udder ; 
I  doomer — kerkum — merker. 

An'  I  aint  got  any  udder. 

Kerblink,  kerblunk,  kerblink,  kerblunk. 


^ 
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Brer  Bull  Frog  (siiu/s). 

Ingle  go  jang,  ray  joy,  my  joy, 
Ingle  go  jang,  miy  joy  ; 
De  swamp  is  dafc  deep,  my  joy,  my  joy, 
Ingle  go  jang,  my  joy. 

Ride  a  bit,  slide  a  bit ! 

Jump  a  bit,  hump  a  bit  I 

Hop  a  l)it,  flop  a  bit ! 

Walk  a  bit,  balk  a  bit ! 

Creep  a  bit,  sleep  a  bit ! 

Fly  a  bit,  cry  a  bit ! 

Foller,  holler,  wade,  spade,  and  {spoken) 

If  yo  aint  monstrous  keerful  yo  aint  got  dar  den  ! 

Chorus.       Kerblink,  kerblunk,  kerblink,  kerblunk. 

I  doomer — kerkum — merker, 

De  ole  Fox  got  my  brudder  ; 
1  doomer — kei'kum— inei'ker, 

An'  I  aint  got  any  udder. 

(T/iis-  ?.s  followed  by  a  graceful  dance  of  Fiycflica.  The 
Firejiies  go  out  and  leave  old  Tarrypin  sfill  playing. 
^Ir.  Kildee  comes  in  l,  folloi''cd  after  a  moment  by — 


KiLDEE.     Dat  yo,  Brer  Tarrypin  ? 

Tarrypin.  I  bin  playin'  fer  de  frogs  un  de  fireflies,  Mr.  Kildee. 
Dev  mighty  frolicsome  dis  night. 

SiNDY.     T  tort  I  heard  de  frogs  croakin'. 

Kildee.  No,  Sindy  Ann,  you  heard  me  croaking — I  was  a 
croakin'  a  little  song  'bout  a  little  nest  dat  'ud  jest  do  fer  two 
people,  Sindy  Ann — so  yo'  jest  listen  ! — 


Mr.  Kildee  sings. — "  Mr.  MOLE." 

De  jay-bird  hunt  de  sparrer  nest, 

De  martin  sail  all  roun', 
De  squere  he  holler  from  de  top  er  der  tree, 

Mr.  Mole  he  stay  in  de  groun', 
Mr.  Mole  he  stay  in  de  groun',  my  love. 

Mr.  Mol^  he  stay  in  de  groun'. 

Mr.  Mole  he  stay  till  de  dark  drap  down, 
Den  he  creep  from  out  his  nest, 

All  soft  an'  all  warm  as  a  dry  fodder  stack, 
Mr.  Mole  he  know  de  best,  my  love, 
Mr.  Mole  he  know  de  best. 
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Den  we'll  hab  a  home  like  his,  ray  love. 

So  saft,  an'  sweet,  an'  warm, 
Fer  de  bad  wedder  bieak  wid  a  big  thunderclap, 

An'  de  quiet  come  after  de  storm, 
De  quiet  come  after  de  storm,  my  love, 

De  quiet  come  after  de  storm. 


KiLDEE.  We'll  hab  a  nest  one  er  dese  here  days,  Sindy  Ann — 
as  sweet  an'  as  warm  as  a  dry  fodder  stack — an'  [  tell  yo 
dat. 

SiXDV.  How  long  yo  hold  me  in  'membrance  dis  time,  Mr. 
Kildee  ? 

KiLDEE.  As  long  as  rabbits  is  rabbits,  Sindy  Ann,  an'  dat's. 
bout  as  long  as  de  pedigree  of  ole  Brer  Tariypin's  gran'  daddy  I 

Sindy.     And  yo 'don't  want  to  wander  any  more  '.' 

Kildee.  Never  any  more.  De  ole  oak  say  "  I'm  staying  where 
I  grow'd."  Listen,  Sindy  Ann,  my  dear — I'll  be  here  wid  yer  as  long 
as  yo  let  me — when  de  moon  rises,  when  de  wind  sweeps  tru  do 
rice  fields — at — at  a  wedding,  Sindj'^  Ann — maybe  at  a  christening 
— and  yet  mayl)e  again  at  a  funeral — whenever  our  two  hearts  feel 
too  big  ter  ketch  hold  er — I'll  be  dar  if  yo  let  me,  Sindy  Ann. 

Sindy.     I  won't  send  you  away.  Primus. 

-  Music.  {Beginning  of  "  Hop  LiyJit,  Ladies."  Played 
■softly.) 
(Miss  Meadows  comes  in.  Miss  Meadows  shakes  hanih 
witli  Mr.  Kildee  and  Sindy  atid  Brer  Tahrypin— 
then  Bear  comes  and  Miss  Goose — tlieii  King 
Deer  ami  King  Deer's  Daughter.  Mr.  Man  and 
Miss  Janey  and  the  Girls  come  next.  When  they 
are  all  there  Mr.  Kildee  takes  his  banjo  and  sing.'^.} 


"HOP  LIGHT,  LADIES." 

It's  a  gittin'  mighty  late,  w'en  de  guinny-hins  squall. 
En  you  better  dance  now,  ef  you  gwinter  dance  at  all. 
Fer  by  dis  time  ter-morrer  night  you  can't  hardly  crawl, 
Kaze  you'll  hatter  take  de  hoe  agin  en  likewise  de  maul- 
Don't  you  hear  dat  bay  colt  a-kickin'  in  his  stall  I 
Stop  yo  humpin'  up  yo  sholders, 
Dat'll  never  do. 
Hop  light,  ladies, 
Oh,  Miss  Loo  I 
Hit  takes  a  heap  er  scrougin' 

Fer  ter  git  you  thoo — 
Hop  light,  ladies. 
Oh,  Miss  Loo! 
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Ef  you  niggers  don't  watch,  yo'll  sing  aniider  chune, 
Fer  de  sun'll  I'ise'n  ketch  yo  ef  yo  don't  be  mighty  soon 
En  de  stars  is  gittin'  paler,  en  de  ole  gray  coon 
Is  ii  settin'  in  de  grape  vine  a  watchin'  fer  de  moon. 
Wen  a  feller  comes  a  knockin' 
Des  lioller — Oh,  slioo  ! 
Hop  light,  ladies. 
Oh,  Miss  Loo ! 
Oh,  swin'  dat  yaller  gal, 

Do,  boys,  do  ! 
Hop  light,  ladies. 
Oh,  Miss  Loo ! 

Oil,  tu'n  me  loose!     Lemme  gone!     Go  "way,  now! 
Wat  yo  speck  I  come  a  dancin'  fer  ef  I  dunno  how? 
Deze  de  ve'y  kinder  footses  w'at  kicks  up  a  row  ; 
Can't  YiO  jump  inter  de  middle  en  make  yo  gal  a  l)ow  ? 
>^Look  at  dat  raei-latter  man, 
""       ''    .  A  foUerin'  up  Sue ; 

"^  Hop  light,  ladies. 

Oh,  Miss  Loo ! 
1/  De  boys  aint  a  gwine, 

Wen  you  cry  boo-lioo  ! 
Hop  light,  ladies, 
Oh,  Miss  Loo !    y 


{The  song  is  followed  by  a  (lance,  in  ichicli  evevj/hodij  Joins. 
Wlie^i  the  dance  is  over  Miss  Meadows  looks  round.) 

Miss  M.     But   where's   Brer  Rabbit?      A   frolic   is   no   frolic 
without  Brer  Rabbit. 

Miss  Goose.     An'  where's  Brer  Fox  ? 

(Everybody  groans  ami  hisses.) 

Miss  M.     No,  no ;   you   mustn't  groan  and  hiss — you  are  all 
good  friends  to-night.     Aren't  you  now,  Brer  Bear  ? 

Bear.     Dat's  so.  Miss  Meadows;   we'se  mighty  familious  wid 
each  other  dis  night. 

Miss  M.     Brer  Rabbit  said  he  would  come  riding. 

Tarrypin.     He  did  dat, 

K.  Deer.     Oh,  do  you  think  he  will  ?     Wliat  fun  ! 

KiLDEE.     If  Brer  Rabbit  said  so,  he  mos'  suttenly  will. 

(A  sound  of  thudding  and  kickiiuj  and  slashing  heard, 
and  Rabbit's  voice,  " Noiv  den,  Gee  up!  Gee  vp!  I 
tell  you  I") 
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Princess.     It  is  Brer  Rabbit,  an'  lie's  ridin'  Fox ! 

(Rabbit  ccmics  in,  riding  Fox.     Even/body  shouts  and 
clfip  their  hands.) 

Miss  Goose.  Hullo,  Brer  Fox  ;  who  wanted  me  to  roost  high 
o'  a  night  ? 

Tarrypin.     Who  stole  my  quills'? 

=»-  Rabbits.     Who  wanted  to  skin  us  and  fry  us".' 

'■Uiiij.     liWiu  JJUL  Ll{lfLcLi  UhiUj  lUl  jjimu^ . 

Rabbit.  Ladies  and  gentermans,  aint  I  done  tell  yo  ?  Brer 
Fox  Avas  de  ridin'  hoss  fer  our  fambly.  {Laiujhter .)  He  sort  er 
losin'  his  gait  now,  but  I  'spects  I  kin  fetch  him  all  right  in  a 
minit  or  so. 

(Fox  jumps  about,  Brer  R.^b bit  6ca^s  him  and  shouts.) 

Now-  den,  don't  yo  snort  an'  don't  yo  cavort  or  I'll  dig  de  spurrers 
into  yo  deeper  still.  {Noise  and  Imighter).  I'sebin  intendin'  to  sell 
him  dis  mont  ef  I  cud  get  a  good  enough  offer. 

Bear.  Ef  yo  gwine  to  sell  him.  Brer  Rabbit,  sell  him  some- 
where outer  dis  neighbourhood — he  live  yer  too  long. 

{Stiddenly  Fox  lies  doxon,  ami  Rabbit  is  forced  to  get  off. 
Fox  lies  quite  still.) 

Rabbit.     Hullo !  Brer  Fox — wot  you  shammin'  dead  for  ? 

All.     He  is  dead.     He  look  mighty  sick ! 

KiLDEE.     Take  ofif  de  saddle. 

Goose.  An'  de  bridle.  Are  yo  dead,  Mr.  Fox '?  May  I  ax 
yo  what  yo've  done  wid  Mr.  Rooster,  an'  po'  ole  Miss  Puddle 
Duck  an'  Mr.  Turky  Buzzard,  an' — 

Daughter.     An'  what  have  you  done  wid  my  dear  little  goat  ? 

Rabbit.  Ah! — den  I've  somping  to  say — dat  der  Brer  Fox 
lie's  de  mos'  nppity  nigger  on  de  hill,  but  I  got  de  better  o'  him 
dat  time  !  Dat  goat  nebber  was  killed — at  any  rate,  he  inner- 
cent  o'  dat  t     Ladies  an'  gentermans,  here  Stan'  de  offender. 

(Rabbit  brings  in  goat.) 

Daughter.  Oh,  my  darling  little  goat — did  naughty  Brer 
Rabbit  steal  you  ? 

Tarrypin.     Brer  Fox  stole  my  quills. 

Bear.     Brer  Fox  murder  Mr.  Wolf. 

Tarrypin.     Brer  Fox  he  ate  Brer  Bullfrog's  brudder. 

GtoosE.  Brer  Fox  he  ate  Mr.  Rooster,  Lady  Hen,  en  Miss 
Pullet,  Mr.  Peafowl,  Miss  Guinny  Hin  an'  Miss  Puddle  Duck,  en 
all  de  balance  on  em. 
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KiLDEE.     Wal,  he  done  dead  now,  an'  dei's  an  end  of  it. 

Miss  M.  It's  a  sad  thing  to  have  ouv  frohc  turned  into  a 
funeral. 

Rabbit.     (Feeling  Fox's  ears.)     His  ears  feel  quite  woni  I 

KiLDEE.     His  neck  feel  quite  worn  I 

Rabbit.     His  short  rihs  feel  quite  worn. 

KiLDEE.     All  his  Unibs  is  sound. 

Rabbit.     His  wliole  body  is  limber. 

AiiL.     His  whole  body  is  limber. 

Mk.  Man.  (Palliny  ichip  away  from  Rabbit.)  Heyo,  yer ! 
How  come  dis?  Dish  yer  chicken  nabber  look  like  he  dead,  but 
cley  aint  no  bones  broked  en  I  ain't  see  no  blood,  en  needer  does  1 
feel  no  bruise — en  more  'n  dat — he  worn,  en  he  limber — sump'n 
wrong  fer  sho!  Dis  yere  pig  gi*abber  might  be  dead,  en  den  again 
he  mightent,  but  ter  make  sho  dat  he  is  I  give  him  a  whack  w  id 
my  whip  handle — 

Rabbit.  (Holdiiuj  up  his  hand.)  No  no !  Mr.  Man,  don't 
yo  go  ter  hit  a  coi-p.  I  hope  Brer  Fox  aint  dead,  but  I  badly 
'speck  lie  is.  He  seem  as  if  lie  dead,  but  he  mayn't  be.  Do  yo 
know,  ladies  an'  gentermans,  dat  ef  folks  is  jest  dead — an'  yo 
ax  'em  solemn  ef  dey  is — dey  lifts  up  der  left"  leg  an'  give  a 
fearsome  yowl  "  VVahoo !  "  Dey  alius  do  dat.  Dey  can't  help 
et — en  et's  de  las'  word  dey  utter.  Ef  dey  don't  do  et,  den  dey's 
not  dead. 

Mr,  Kildee.     Dat's  true  ;  I  done  forget  it. 

Everybody.     Yes,  sholy  dat's  de  truit. 

Rabbit.  It's  mighty  funny — Brer  Fox  look  like  he  dead  sho 
enough,  but  he  don't  do  like  he  dead — when  axed,  dead  folks 
alius  hid  up  der  behine  leg  and  mo'n,  "  Wahoo."  Now  I'll  call  him. 
Brer  Fox,  is  yo  dead  ? 

All.     Brer  Fox,  is  yo  dead  ? 

Fox.     (Moving  and  u-ailing.)     Wahoo. 

(Laughter.     Fox  gets  up.) 

Miss  M.  There,  Fox,  now  we  know  that  you  aren't  hurt  at  all. 
An'  you've  had  such  a  lot  of  whippings  that  we'll  forgive  you, 
only  you  must  just  leave  the  animals  in  peace  for  the  future.  Do 
you  hear.  Brer  Fox  ? 

Fox.  Yes,  Miss  Meadows — as  a  matter  of  fact,  I'm  mighty 
sore  everywhere. 

Miss  M.     Promise,  Brer  Fox. 
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Fox.     Yo  liev'  my  word,  Miss  Meadows. 

All.     Hip,  hip,  hurrah  I 

Miss  M.     Now  it's  time  for  de  Frolic  really  to  begin.  Mr.  Kildee, 
who  will  you  lead  out  ? 

Mr.  Kildee.     Sindy  Ann,  Miss  Meadows.     I'm  'gaged  fer  dis 
dance  an'  fer  always. 

Miss  M.     Oh,  Sindy  Ann,  I  am  pleased  1 

All.     Hip,  hip,  hurrah  ! 

Miss  M.     Come  Mr.  Man.  give  us  a  song  I 


Mr.  Man  sinus.— '^  HI,  MY  RINKTUM.' 

Hi,  my  rinktum  !     Black  gal  sweet, 

Same  like  de  goodies  wat  de  white  folk  eat, 

Ho,  my  riley !  don't  you  take  an'  tell  her  name. 

Den  if  folk  he  laughin',  she  won't  ketch  no  blame. 

Hi,  ray  rinktum  !  we'd  better  shut  dat  door, 

Or  de  white  folk  'ull  tink  we  are  tearin'  up  de  floor. 

Den  it's  hi,  my  rinktum  ! 

Don't  git  no  udder  man. 
En  it's  ho,  my  riley  ! 

Fetch  out  Miss  Sindy  Ann. 

Ho,  my  riley  !     Yaller  gal  proud. 

Do  she  dat  likely  it  may  well  be  'lowed. 

Hi,  my  rinktum  !  you  lemme  jest  git  by. 

An'  I'll  see  wat  she  mean  by  de  cut  er  dat  eye, 

Ho,  my  riley  !  but  we'll  left  de  feet  an'  shout. 

Till  de  night  be  dyen  an'  de  sun  a  comin'  out. 

Den  it's  hi,  my  rinktum! 

Don't  yo  git  no  udder  man, 
En  it's  ho,  my  riley ! 

Fetch  out  Miss  Sindy  Ann. 

Hi,  my  rinktum  !     White  gal  fine, 

She  may  be  yone,  but  I  mean  ter  stick  ter  mine, 

Ho,  my  riley  !       de  east  is  gitten  red, 

De  squinch  owl  shiver  like  he  want  ter  go  ter  bed, 

Hi,  my  rinktum !  but  de  gals  an'  de  boys, 

Des  now  gittin  so  dey  can  sox*ter  make  a  noise. 

Den  it's  hi,  my  rinktum  ! 

Don't  yo  git  no  udder  man. 
En  it's  ho,  my  riley  ! 

Fetch  out  Miss  Sindy  Ann, 
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Miss  M.     Now,  one  cheer  for  Brer  Rabbit ! 

Rabbit.  No,  no,  ladies.  Brer  Rabbit's  nobody — de  littlest  of 
all  de  animals — dis  {Pointin{i  to  Uncle  Remus)  am  de  author  of 
de  play. 

All.     Uncle  Remus 

John.     Oh,  come  along.  Uncle  Remus,  come  along 

(The  Children  pull  him  by  the  liarul  and  drag  him  to  the 
centre.  Everybody  takes  liands,  and  dances  ronnd 
him.)  ( 
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hands  and  may  be  had  on  hire  or  purchased. 

2  Vingt  et  Un  (i  M.  5  F.  &  F.  Chorus)  Virginia  it  Lucy  Wintle    2    6 

3  Pled  Piper  (Children's  Opera) A.  O'd  Bariholeyns  &  J.  Farmer    3    o 

4  Bo- Peep  &  Boy  Blue  ((Jhildren's  Operetta)  Clifton  Bingham  &  F.  Pascal    3    o 

5  Worn-out  5hoes  (A  Choral  Play  for  Schools) 

A.  O'd  Bariholeyns  S;  Waddiuglon  Cooke     3     o 

6  Brer  Rabbit*  Uncle  Remus(comicoperaforyoungpeople)W.Parke&F.Pascal    6    o 

7  In  Wonderland  (Founded  on  Lewis  Carroll's  Book  "  Alice  in  Wonderland  "), 

(A  Children's  Operetta) Edith  Wheeler  &  F.  Pascal     4    6 

S  When  Woman  Rules  (A  Merry  Comedy  for  Girls)  (14  F.)        16 

IN    THREE    or    FOUR    ACTS. 

ti  Jewel  Maiden,  The  (Japanese  Operetta)  (3  Acts)  (Female  Voices  and  Chorus) 

M.  C.  Gillington  &  Florian  Pascal     4     6 
Voice  parts  (only),  comple'e  2s.  net, 

2  Red  Riding  Hood  (A  Musical  Play  for  Children)    (3  Acts) 

E.  L.  Thomas  &  John  Farmer     2     o 

3  Frozen  Heart,  The  (or,  The  Snow  Queen)  (Operetta  for  Children)  (3  Acts) 

M.  C.  Gillington  &  M,  Carmicbael     4    6 

4  Beauty  and  the  Beast  (A  Children's  Opera)  (3  Acts) 

L.  &  L.W.White  &  M.L.White    4    6 

5  Florette  (.A  Fairy  Operetta  for  Treble  Voices)  (3  Acts)  A.  M.. Allen  &  A.  Bartlett     5     o 
f6  Brer  Rabbit  and  Mr.  Fox  (A  Musical  Frolic  for  Children)  (5  Scenes) 

Mrs.  P.  Dearmer  &  Martin  Shaw     5    o 
t7  Cinderella  (4  Acts)  (3  M.  &  4  F.) H.  S.  Leigh  &  John  Farmer  »3    6 

t  Band  Parts  may  be  had  on  hire.  *  May  be  had  with  cloth  covers. 
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